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Hauraki, with thirteen men, was 
part of a large force of redcoats and 
Maoris who were pursuing Honi 
Heke's men up the Waikare River 
from the Bay of Islands, i'loni Heko 
had just achieved the impossible by 
bundling a force of British regulars 
out of Russell into their ships, but 
at this time it was mostly Maori 
fighting Maori. Hauraki proved al- 
most too good at the game, for with 
his thirteen men he succeeded in 
cutting the raiders' line of retreat. 

Alone in the forest, adrift from 
their main force, the fourteen war- 
riors met sixty fighting men of the 
Kapotai. They sailed straight into 
them, "thinking not of the light of 
the sun nor of the number of the 
enemy, but only to elevate their 

Hauraki. huge and light oil his feet 
as a panther, led the attack. A dozen 
Kapotai went down at the first 
charge, and the others began to fall 

Then the young chief Hari, leader 
□f the Kapotai raiders, turned to rally 
his men. He charged forward; Hau- 
raki bounded to meet him at the 
head of his men; and momentarily 
the two chiefs stood face to face in 
a clearing. 

Hauraki was loading his musket, 
struggling to clamp a mis-fitting cap 
down on the nipple. Hari saw his 
chance and took it. Fired at fifteen 
yards' range, his musket-ball struck 
Hauraki full in the chest and smashed 
its way through his body to eivieriw 
near the spine. 

Hauraki staggered, but continued 
loading. He snatched another cap, 
fixed it, and shot Hari dead with a 
ball which tore out his heart. Then 
Hauraki murmured: "I die not un- 
revenged," and sank to the ground. 

Driven mad at the loss of their 
leader, the Kapotai fell upon the- 
eight remaining men of the Hikutu. 
These warriors closed about their 



chief and commenced to fight a stub- 
born rearguard action while two of 
them dragged the silent Hauraki to- 
wards the river. But he, though 
numb and bleeding from a wound 
which should have killed him in- 
stantly, was still a soldier and a 
general. 

"Do not remain with me to die." 
he whispered. "Hide me in the fern 
and e'CfiUL' yourscKvs, and bring back 
our people to carry me off." 

They fought their way out. Once 
at the river, however, they discov- 
ered that their troubles were not 

The Redcoats, formed in squares, 
were covering the retreat of tho'r 
Maori allies. 

There was a confusion of boals and 
canoes on the river, and the Red- 
coats could not understand why a 
party of Hikutu wanted to go bac£ 
into the forest. At last the rear- 
guard was forced lo its boats, taking 
with it the eight expostulating 
Hikutu warriors, and the whole force 
withdrew to the Bay of Islands. 

Hauraki lay alone, gasping his life 
out in the fern, while the time moved 
on to a cold, wet midnight. His one 
thought was of the disgrace of being 
taken alive. And according to ray 
informant (who also was his kins- 
man) he saw the spirit of the great- 
est warrior of all his ancestors, who 
said to him: "Arise! Shall my des- 
cendant be taken alive?" 

Then Hauraki said, "I am a mere 
man, not like unto my ancestors, half 
god and half man." Then the spirit 
said, "In the mind is the strength ol 
the body. Arise!" These are the 
words of the legend. 

Staggering, grey-faced in the drip- 
ping dark, Hauraki dragged himself 
erect. He would go home to die. 
There would be no disgrace. He 
clasped his hands about the oozing 
wounds and began his journey. 
By morning ho reached the river. 
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A long search disclosed a canoe, left 
iu the retreat. He lowered himself 
in and headed downstream. Hours 
afterwards the canoe twisted in the 
rapids and rolled over. 

This could have been death, but 
Haurnki knew that he was going 
home. Wearily he struck out, the 
breath bubbling from a punctured 
lung, the water mingling with the 
blood to choke him. He reached the, 
shore, and there was the house of a 
white man who cared far him until 

Hauraki was borne in honuur back 
to the British camp, where the beat 
of the regimental doctors worked on 
him without avail. At last they 
admitted there was no hope; his sor- 
rowing tribe bore him home lo Hoki- 
anga. And (here, on his own soil and 
among his own people, died Hauraki, 
chief of the Hikutu. 

The other incident occurred just 
ninety-nine years later on the other 
side of the world. But again a force of 
Maoris was allied with the British 
against a common enemy. The dote 
was February 18, 1944, and the place 
was Cassino, in Italy- 
Two eraek American divisions had 
failed to take Cassino, and had been 
broken. An American corps had 
landed at Anzio behind the German 
lines and had been beaten back to 
a perilous bridgehead. The whoie 
Italian campaign — and with it the 
pending invasion of Europe— turned 
on the breaching of the German line 
at Cassino. There was one slight 
chance of quick success. 

If a small force of infantry could 
make a surprise night attack, seize 
the station and hold it until tanks 
could be got forward over the soft 
ground, the whole position might be 
outflanked. Out of the forces of nil 
the Allied Nations on the spot the 
High Command chose — two companies 
of the 28th New Zealand Maori Bat- 
talion. 



This, the story of Wikirifli, is at 
first hand. I saw the attack go in, 
and was there when the survivors 
came reeling out of battle. There 
were two companies of Maoris — less 
than four hundred men. Captain Wiki-. 
riffi (as close as the old Maori who 
had adopted the name could get to 
Wycliffe) commanded one company. 
He was a quiet, well-educated man; 
not big, but well-muscled and heavy- 
shouldered; the sort o£ Maori you 
may see around New Zealand uni- 
versities and city offices. 

The Maoris went in, proving their 
claim to he among the greatest bay- 
onet-fighters in the world. Hand to 
hand, they met the paratroopers and 
smashed them back. By morning 
they had Cassino station — but by 
morning the whole towering moun- 
tain and the town upon it showered 
down erupting steel. Tanks crept up 
along the high ground to pound the 
Maori position. From a line of hum- 
mocks only a few yards away, but 
unapproachable because of wirs, 
mines and marshes, the paratroopers 
fought hack with everything they 
had. 

Grimly the Maoris hung on, while 
all the Allied army laboured to 
secure the foothold they had won. 
The door to Rome was open— with a 
Maori foot in it— but . . . The en- 
gineers could not span the marshes. 
The tanks could not get forward. 
Without tanks or anti-tank guns the 
Maoris could do nothing except re- 
Even then it was almost too late. 
Enemy Mark IV tanks came to within 
in a few yards, the muzzle-blast of 
their guns blowing some Maoris from 
their slit trenches. In a last mad 
burst of fighting fury, the Maoris 
wiped out the attacking infantry and 
prepared to withdraw. 

Wikirifli was down, more a chW 
than a captain now. He gave the 
order to retire. His men hesitated. 



Bom WUdriffl's lejfs were broken, "die 
bones of one shattered by S;;andau 
lire. He told his men to save them- 
selves. It wasn't in the poetic old 
Maori tongue; rather the crisp, col- 
loquial English: 

"Get to hell out of here' Get back 1 
That's iin order!" 

They went. He lay there quietly 
ua the cold, wet night closed in. Gut- 
tural voices were all about him. 
Somebody laughed. at:d jabbed ul 
bl«. Good, he was dead already! 
Anyway, he wasn't a prisoner— yi:t. 
It wasn't good to bp taken prisoner. 

He began to move His legs wei a 
useless, so he had lo drat? himself 
along by his elhows lie must get 

When he had won a few precious 
yards, he drew his bayonet and cut 
two sticks annul a foot long These 
he sharpened Holding one in each 
hand and difigii-fi them into the 
ground, he could make slightly faster 
time. A foot, a yard— and every inch 
marked by those thick dark stains 



This, too, is incredible— but it hap- 
pened. Captain Wikirifli crossed 
r. early two miles of battlefield, in- 
cluding minefields, streams and 
barbed-wire entanglements, on the 
strength of his arms alone. It took 
him seventeen hours, the lust five n 
nayhght. with the shells of a major 
battle :'allir.ri jiijund him. 

Dul he die* No. When they car- 
ried him into "he dressing station he 
was still cons.-ious enough to grab 
feebly fur his bayonet and threaten 
with violent death anyone who pro- 
posed to amputate his legs, Th-.-y 
patched him up. and decorated him- 
and he still has his legs. 

When I saw Wikiriffi at his worn 
in New Zealand a few mnnths ago, 
I remembered the words nf an old 
Moon sitting in the sun at Paihia: 

"The new ones as good as the old? 
Eh, my hoy— but the new ones nev.T 
think so, do they? And thai is a 
good ord fil!in« thing fnr o man -'o 
honour his fathers, and to know that 
his sons wil. honour him." 
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the deadly charm of 




WALKER MAT HE SON With terror, sex and 



old, 



rescued by a nurse when the palace 
was sacked. 

During the first few years of tux- 
moil in the new Chinese republic 
Radiant Jade found a haven in the 
Russianized city of Port Arthur, in 
Manchuria, where she was adapted 
by a Japanese named Kawashima. He 
changed the bahy princess' name from 
Chin Pi-hui (Radiant Jade) to Yo- 
Khiko, which in Japanese means 
"Beautiful One." There siie was 

id her life was based on the 
code of Japan's samurai, the 
warrior casie. But she 
wph not so boyish that she could 
escape seduction at a tender age at 
the hands of her Japanese foster 

Meanwhile, her life with Kawa- 
shima was steeped with every sort 
ni intrigue. 

One of the earliest intrigues was 
a Japanese plan to gain control of 
Inner Mongolia. In order to set the 
stage, Radiant Jade was married oCt 
to the Prince of Tsitsihar, who had 
been selected to serve as a Japanese 
puppet. The design — a dream that 
soared to realty ridiculous heights 
—was that the Prince was to emulate 
his ancestor, Genghis Khan, and set 
out on the conquest of Asiatic Rus- 

Nothing came of the wild scheme 
at the time. Perhaps the daie Was 
too early. In any case. Radiant Jiirlj 
became dissatisfied with the rugged, 
nomadic existence of her Mongol 
spouse whose "palace" was usually 
a thick felt tent, and she left him 
for the more brilliant life in 01 J 
Peking. 

There she found romance more to 
her liking. When the Prince of 
'!":■; itKihar came lu reclaim his ravish- 
ing Manchu bride, ho found Radiant 
J;ide living- in ;i sumptuous palace and 
queening it over a household of a 



dozen or more young boys who com- 
posed a sort of a male harem. 

Here, also, the intrigue was as thick 
as French pea soup. The luxurious 
love-nesl was also the headquarters 
for tlie secret agents of Japan, the 
traitorous generals of China and the 
White Russian exiles who were 
scheming to do away with the Reds 



the 



wth, 



Siber 



Jade entertained them all, prying 
secrets from one group and selling 
them to another. 

If love, liquor or opium were not 
sufficient to unloosen a man's tongue 
and cause him to babble out what 
was hidden in his innermost mind, 
Radiant Jade had other ways— vio- 
lence, torture and even death. 

In her palace, behind high walls, 
the tops of which were lifted with 
broken glass to prevent scaling, she 
had torture chambers so cunningly 
concealed that none but a few trust- 
ed servants knew of their existence. 

In one chamber she would inflict 
the Death of a Thousand Delights, 
which she loved to watch. This can- 
not be described because the details, 
while fascinating, are unprintable. 
In another room she kept a pack of 
huge, starving rats which would 
consume a man when he was help- 
lessly spreadeagled upon the floor. 
In still another she would inflict the 
most painful of all tortures, a sadistic 
thing called simply "The Gloves." 

They still talk of the time when 
Radiant Jade staged a show of The 
Gloves to a select audience of fellow 
spies and plotters. The occasion was 
a banquet given for a Manchurian 
warlord and his entire general staff 
at which the guests were plied with 
wine, women and opium. 

On tiie pretence that she was going 
to show her guests some erotic sights 
in her fabulously exotic palace, she 
escorted them through a series of 
pavilions joined by a covered walk, 
and led them to a building at the far 
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end of the courtyard. In the luxur- 
ious anteroom there was a group of 
singing girls. An orchestra of fiddlers, 
cymbal beaters and experts on rat- 
skin drums provided the music. 
While the show was progressing, 
rickshaw men were despatched all 
over the city to hurry back wi'ii 
Radiant Jade's partners in treason to 
watch the fun. 

Meanwhile behind exquisitely 
carved doors great kettles of water 
were being set to boil over fires laid 
deep in the flagstone floor. 

When her audience had been gath- 
ered, the doors were flung open to 
the accompaniment of the wham mm,; 
of a great bronze gong. The warlord 
and his officers all at once Q'Serearne 
the stupefication of the fiery rice wine 
and the poppy flower as, seized from 
behind by giant Manchu servants, 
they were thrust toward the steam- 
ing kettles. 

"Tell us the plan or else," Ra'diant 
Jade said in effect. 

A lew babbled that they would 
talk. They were led out of the hot 



room and thrust into a cubicle to be 
questioned later. But the warlord, 
two of his generals, three colonels 
and a captain were adamantly silent. 

The signal was given. The gfani 
Manchu eunuchs ripped the tunics 
off the officers as though they were 
made of flimsy rice paper. One by 
one the men were led to a kettle, 
and one arm at a time was thrust into 
the bubbling water. As the man 
howled, the limb was held immersed 
so that after a few minutes it was 
nicely parboiled. 

After both limbs had been "cook- 
ed" satisfactorily, the eunuchs then 
started to peel the skin off, beginning 
at the should ea- and expertly re- 
moving it, baring the raw, haif- 
boiled flesh. The skin came off. 
even to the tips of the fingers, as 
easily as a ladies' long opera glove. 

The air, warm and moist from the 
steaming kettles in the stuffy room, 
did not sting the flesh too much. To 
make it more excruciating. Radiant 
Jade had the officers led outside into 
the courtyard. It was mid-winter, a 
season that in Peking is bitterly cold. 
The men's arms and hands, raw and 
bleeding, froze almost as quickly -s 
a fish thrown into a deep-freeze. 

The cymbals clanged, the drums 
beat, the fiddles caterwauled as the 
seven warriors danced a furious riga- 
doon in their agony. One by one they 
dropped, like flies with their wings 
pulled off, into the snow. There they 
were left to freeze to death under 
a cold and brilliant North China 

The next time Radiant Jade turned 
up it was once again in Port Arthur, 
city of her childhood. This time she 
was posing as a man, acting as aide- 
de-camp to a Japanese General. 

Apparently the group uncovered 
much to their liking and satisfaction. 
But apparently they were unable to 
penetrate deeply into the workings 
of the Chinese military defences. 
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In . b»u„ in Mukden w„d, R.d,,»t Jade f ' „ 

, , . , by day and mistress by night, there 

is said that when she departed * * ^ . ( ^ Radiant Jed£ 

:, Mukden, she had more than 20 Chinese generals Ink 

;ts of jade and gold and pearls- ^ surrender o( the greater 

well as the secrets of the high "^^.^j dtj o£ j^j, 

imand, babbled to her as she lay in ^ j 3pan ese surrender 

lovers' collective arms. Jade wafi 6eiaed jn a ^ 



Radiant Ja. 
breath -takin 



«:>-c-n 'il rar" urieiniii led n;u.> uie ■ - 

ut had become a General, dawn two weeks later, forced to kneel 

Sii, t urned the name of in the mud. her hands bound behind 

■ ■ " ".-„ J Mtftf her back. A single bullet behind her 

ision for strutting around in left ear ended her fabulous career. 
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Bullevue Medical Centre. Competent 
authorities describe these investiga- 
tions, earned out under the super- 
vision of Dr. James J. Smith, director 
Of the Centre's research on alcohol- 
ism, as the ''most far- reaching" and 
revealing ever made. 

And Dr. Smith expressed confi- 
dence that "well within five years" a 
ireatment will have been worked out 
which will make it possible for the 
chronic alcoholic— the hopeless ones 
-to "drink: normally." 

B'lirt'most among the drugs which 
have made these miraculous results 
possible is ACTH-a hormone secreted 
into the blood stream by the pituitary 
lilflnd. It was first isolated and made 
available for experimental purposes 
„nl y B little more than two yearn 
■go. 

Next in importance is cortisone, 
another hormone which is produced 
by the outer skin of the adrenal 
Klnnds which are located astride the 

kidneys. 

These two new drugs together have 
K iven dramatic results in the treat- 
ment of such hitherto baffling dis- 
eases as rheumatoid arthritis, rheu- 
matic fever; Addison's disease, gout, 
asthma and various allergies. 

Adrenal cortex extract (abbreviated 
as ACE by the medicos) and two sex 
hormones are the other principal 
drugs used in the treatments for al- 
coholism evolved at N.Y.C.-Bellevue 
Medical Centre. 

Dr. Smith and his research col- 
leagues at the Medical Centre not 
only were fortunate in that the new 
drugs had only recently become 
available for their work. They alsu 
had a wealth of human clinical ma- 
terial in the form of more than 2,000 
nleoholics committed to Bellevue 
Hospital. 

Dr. Smith began his study of the 
problem of alcoholism with most of 
the preconceptions common to the 
medical profession today. The cen- 



tral dogma of this body of thinking 
is that it is essentially a personality 
problem — that the alcoholic is an 
emotionally immature individual who 
seeks to escape from the harshness 
of reality by drugging himself. 

But the more he saw of the broken 
human derelicts committed to Belle- 
vue, the more Dr. Smith became con- 
vinced that there was something 
wrong with the body chemistry of 
the alcoholic— some fundamental dis- 
turbance in the functioning of the 
glands which regulate food utilisation 
in the body and other subtle physio- 
logical factors 

Dr. Smith and his fellow scientists 
were particularly impressed by strik- 
ing similarities between symptoms of 
delirium tremens (d.t.'s) and the 
Addisonian crisis. Addison's dis- 
ease was known to be caused by 
deterioration of the adrenal cortex 
or skin. Further investigations re- 
vealed that the disturbances in body 
chemistry and physiology of the two 
rendition* were closely parallel. 

The next step was to demonstrate 
that both responded to the same 
[ re nL in en I— administration of ACE or 
other adrenal hormones and vitamin 
C, an adequate supply of which is 
essential to the adrenals. 

There followed several years of in- 
tensive study of the body chemistry 
of alcoholics. These were especially 
directed at functioning of the en- 
docrine glands and centred most 
specifically on interrelationships be- 
tween the pituitary, adrenal and sex 

S "In many of these studies," says 
Dr. Smith, "deficiences of both the 
adrenal and pituitary functions be- 
came evident." 

It was already known that any . 
serious impairment in the function 
of the adrenal glands was reflected 
in activity of the sex glands, which 
play such a vital role in regulating 
personality as well as the bodily char- 
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jyjOVIE moguls are currently catering for Ann Sheridan and 
it couldn't happen to a more deserving dream doll. Accord- 
ing to the grape-vine, her studio needed her so badly that they 
paid 50,000 dollars to producer Howard Welsch for postponing 
a commitment on the Sheridan services. Also, for every week 
she worked beyond a given date, there was supposed to be a 
10,000 dollar bonus. Nut bad for a girl who played small nurse 
roles and Secretary bits Eor eight years. But it just goes to show 
what happens when time marches on. 

(From "Photoplay," the world's finest motion picture magazine. 1 



acteristics of the individual. 

Up to this point all that our medi- 
cal detectives had been able to estab- 
lish with eertainty was that disfunc- 
tion of all three sets of glands — 
pituitary, adrenal, sex— was involved 
in chronic alcoholism. A series of 
experiments with rats was resorted 
to as a means of further narrowing 
the quest for the responsible culprit. 

It was found that alcohol stimulated 
adrenal activity of normal rats, but 
not of rats from which the pituitary 
gland has been removed. From this 
it was evident that the alcohol 
directly stimulated the pituitary 
which in turn prodded the adrenals 
into doing their stuff. 

Having established that alcohol has 
no stimulating effect on the adrenal 
glands in the absence of the pituitary 
gland, a further series of tests was 
devised for the human guinea pigs. 
These were designed to show still 
more conclusively that it was the 
pituitary which was at fault. 

Appropriate and extremely com- 
plicated techniques invariably re- 
sulted in proof that the adrenal 
glands of the alcoholics showed no 



impairment of their ability to func- 
tion normally. Just a s invariably, 
other tests convincingly demonstrated 
subnormal activity of the pituitary 
gland of the alcoholic. 

On the question as to whether in- 
adequate functioning of the pituitary 
gland is caused by alcoholism or 
alcoholism is the result of a con- 
ge nit ally deficient pituitary, Dr. 
Smith and his colleagues are sure 
they have the answer. The sexual 
factors in the picture, they believe, 
prove beyond any possible doubt that 
pituitary deficiency precedes alco- 
holic slavery. 

For one tiling, careful cheeking of 
the 3,000 male patients studied al 

of body hair. Head hair is compara- 
tively luxurious and body hair neg- 
ligible. Further, history of the male 
alcoholics revealed that only i to 5 
per cent, were bothered by acne 
(pimples) during adolescence, com- 
pared with between 25 and 40 per 
cent, of the male population as a 

"Here again we have a characteris- 
tic display of endocrine behaviour 
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sporting history's 

greatest fix 



THE year 1919, the first post-war 
year, was in all countries on the 
winning side a big year for sport. 
Men whose habitat had been the 
slush of France and Flanders wanted 
to relax, 

In the States, most of them wanted 
to relax watching baseball. To ;ee 
Home Run King, Ty Cobb, slap one 
over the fence, or watch the Chicago 
pitcher, Cicotte, send in an unplay- 
able curve to a bewildered batter. 
Babe Ruth, of course, meant nothing 
to the men who left Chateau Thierry, 



St. Mihiel and the Argonne behind 
them. He hadn't started the festival 
of swat that was to last fifteen years. 
No, 3 uniform didn't mean anything 
to the New York Yankees. 

The team voted most likely to suc- 
ceed in winning the World's Series, 
as baseball started in 1919, was the 
Chicago White Sox, as fruity en 
aggregation of talent to be found on 
a diamond this side of the planet 
Jupiter. 

There was "Shoeless Joe" Jackson, 
Eddie Collins. Ray Schalk and Buck 
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Wt'iiver, to swing the old musket in 
ii wny that brought in hits, two-bag- 
Horn and even homers, with the 
regularity of a rent collector's call. 
T)wrv was Eddie Cicotte, Williams 
and Kerr to make up one ot the 
Ki i'alpst pitching teams the game had 

'['In? promise of the pre -season 
wmll-outs was more than fulfilled as 
1h« season wore on. Through the 
American League breezed the in- 
vincible White Sox-one of the great 
twins of all time. They needed no 
iiuimiglng. Charles Comiskey, tha 
owner of the club, had no worries. 
Ntlthor "'^ Manager Gleason. 

The World Series, the virtu.il 
World's Championship, is played be- 
Hnin the winners of the American 
litiiigue and the winners of the 
Nnlional League. In the National 
Iji'iigue, the Cincinnati! Reds won, 
HBt because they were regarded as a 
Hlrong team, with the exception if 
I hitter named Roush and another 
I'liistiy man in one "Greasy'' Neale. 

The stage was set for the big gamei, 
which in fact looked like a waste of 
lime, because the White Sox had so 
much on . the ball. 

It was at this stage that. New York 
M'i in bier, Arnold. Rothstein, who was 
within a . couple of . years to die at 
tin' hands of an unknown assassin, 
not the great idea. 

All America bet on the World 
Kuries. Why not try to fix the Games, 
miii make a clean-up? 

lie put bis plan into operation. 
The White Sox boys were not hard 
In upproach. When the smooth-talk- 
ing emissaries of Rothstein went to 
Chicago, meetings were easily ar- 

Eigllt men were approached. The 
offer was for 100,000 dollars to throw 
the series. 

The offer was accepted. The deal 
won that the Chicago men should 
rliMirc that the Cincinnatti Reds won 



the requisite five games to secure 
the World's Championship. 

The New Yorkers went to work. 
In the 10th Avenue pool halls, book- 
ies quoting 5/1 against the Reds found 
themselves laying bets on a big Scale 
to cold-eyed men with plenty of 
ready money. As far west as Los 
Angeles, the flood of money poured 

On the morning that the Series 
were due to open, the odds were 
even money. This, despite the fact 
that the Chicago White Sox would 
have been odds-on to beat their op- 
ponents one hand, kneeling. 

The opening game stank to high 
heaven. The great Cicotte, whose 
pitches had been nearly impossible 
to hit for the best batsmen, all 
through the season, performed like 
a tenth-grader. He couldn't control 
the ball well enough to get it close 
enough for the batsman to swing 
most time, and when he did serve 
one up in hitable range, it was a 
donkey-drop thai the mediocre Cin- 
cinatti men hit hard in the middle 
of the bat. 

The first game went to Cincinatti 
9-1. The gamblers cleaned up plenty. 

The Chicago fans, as a result of 
the first day's play, had nearly formed 
a Lynch Club. 

- The second game went to the Reds 
by 4-2. 

The Rothstein Gang's take over the 
first two games alone was said to 
have amounted to well over a mil- 
lion dollars. 

Up to this time, the gamblers had 
not paid over one cent of the money 
that had been agreed upon, to the 
eight players. A deputation of 
players waited on the mobsters. 

They were treated coolly and fob- 
bed off with promises. On the third 
day, two of the itchy -handed boys 
were rested, and in went the third 
pitcher, but one who had the advan- 
tage of being a trier, over his two 
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By now, tlie t 



He pitched the 
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whs discouraged with a life banish- 
mnil fo*m the game. 
Landla had the power, and he used 

It. 

Tlie result was that baseball, popu- 
lur M It had been before, soared to 
ui'w, unheard of heights of public 
fjivoui. Out of the evil had come 
Unod. 

With an eagerness that was only 
■jBKdcrl by their agility, the croolts 
mil shysters departed for the Far 
lllun Yonder ... no doubt firm in 



the faith that they would find new 
pickings elsewhere. But if they did, 
it certainly was not in baseball, 
That game had become a shut-shop 
for many years to come. 

When twisters were bowled down, 
it was by sportsmen, not by sporis. 
And, if— despite the obvious moral 
of the past— you were still eager to 
place a small bet . . . well, you were 
sure you weren't making a free do- 




FDRhirfURE , BECAUSE WHEN THE PEOPLE NEXT. POOR LEFT FOR fHElR 
VACATION HE DECIDED IT WOULD BEFORE CMVEfJlErtf 1b STORE iTlM 

Their empt/ grrase: at mstrrj and NEjcf fioRtMfc discovered 

THEV HAD COME BACK, AND LOCKED UP 1HE 6ARA6E 
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JULIUS SANFORD 



HUM AN O 
RADIO 




Science has come very close to proving that 
mail's brain is a two-way wireless station. 



V BE you a human 1 
^ set? 



)-way radio 



Evidence to support the theory thai 
there are such people is steadily 
mounting; and the findings of such 
men as S. G. Soal (senior lecturer in 
pure mathematics at Queen Mary 
College, University of London), Pro- 
fessor J. B. Rhine (of Duke Univer- 
sity, U.S.A.) and J. W. ("An Experi- 
ment With Time") Dunne are not 
to be treated lightly. 

Recent experiments, using labora- 
tory methods, have convinced many 
former sceptics that man possesses 



some strange sixth sense that makes 
thought transference a distinct pos- 
sibility. 

For convenience, scientists have 
separated this "sixth sense" into three 
divisions— "telepathy," "clairvoyance" 
and "premonition." 

Take telepathy first. The word was 
coined in 1882 by F. W. H. Myers, 
a famous English classical scholar. 
He defined it as " a means by which 
one mind communicates with another 
mind without the aid of the usual 

The much-debated Piddingtons— 



Willi Ihi'ir atriu'/.ing foals on siage and 
OVII lha radio — might have proved 
.hi inli-ri'MlhiK case in point; but their 
performances are still the subject of 
eonlroveray. 

Bowovcr, there have been others 
whn I nt vi ■ been examined by scientific 
I i" 1 1 I, One of the best is recorded 
by S. G. Soul. It concerns a Mrs. 
Cllorll Btcwart, of Survey (England). 

For his experiment, Soal used a 
ikrli q( cards invented by Professor 

HI The deck consists of 25 cards, 

mi tha fuaes of which are printed 
[W| diitinct symbols— a squar^ a 
■ m li-, ii Htar, a plus sign and "wavy 

" There are exactly five car'Js 

"i h (lymbol in the deck. 

Tim Idea is that the investigator 

■ ml' lii:; subject into another room. 
Thru br shuffles the deck, lifts off 
lln> lop card imd looks at it. The 

Ubjecl Indicates on a ruled paper 
wlili h ■ if the five symbols he thinks 
lli» investigator is looking at. When 
lit h*X made his guess, he taps on the 
[Able I'm* the investigator to go on to 
"in- next card. 

Thl* continues until perhaps 400 
■■■■i"- li.-iw been recorded. Accord- 
ing! lo Ihe law of averages, the sub- 
|*Cl ihould expect to get only one 
OOrrod j;uess in every five , . . and 

I' ll! I- telepathic powers there are 

mi tricks of guessing hy which he 
BOUld exceed this average. 

In nther words, from 400 guesses, 
M ihould be correct. Yet, over a 
period of four years, Soal found thai 
Mi';., Stewart was registering 112 cor- 
rect guesses in every 400 . . . the odds 
■galnal which being about 10,000 to 

Still. Soal was not satisfied. 

Willi the co-operation of the British 
Broadcasting Corporation, he sent 
Mm. Stewart to the town of Merksem, 
in 'iir Antwerp, in Belgium. He him- 
wlf operated at a radio transmitter 
cither in a room in Piccadilly or in 
ii house at Richmond. 



The experiments were scheduled to 
ijeur:-. with the 7 p.m. wireless time 
signal and the use of carefully syn- 
chronised stop-watches. The trans- 
mitter focussed on the cards at the 
rate of one every three seconds. 

On each of six evenings, Mrs. 
Stewart made HW guesses and then 
mailed her result sheets to London. 
In the whole series of 1,200 guesses, 
she had made 346 correct hits; by 
pure chance her score should have 
been about 240. 

Moreover, just to make things more 
difficult, the transmitter was once 
moved from the centre of London to 
an obscure northern suburb. Mrs. 
Stewart had never in her life visited 
(fee address. But there was absolutely 
no difference in the results. 

So much lor telepathy. Next, con- 
sider "clairvoyance." In "clairvoy- 
ance," no agent (or "sender') is ap- 
parently necessary. It means that you 
are aware of something which is not 
known to any other living mind 
without the use of the five senses. 

Again Soal pnivirlcs a fantastic case 
(the names have been suppressed out 
of consideration for the persons con- 
cerned). A girl aged 10— Soal says- 
was walking along a country lane 
reading a book on goemetry. Sud- 
denly her suiTi.iundinys deemed to 
fmle iiway and she saw her mother 
lying apparently dead in an unused 
room (known as "The White Room") 
at her home. On the floor near the 
woman was a lace handkerchief. The 
child was terrified. Instead of racing 
straight home, she rushed to a doctor 
and brought him with her. They 
found the mother lying in "The White 
Room." stricken by a severe heart- 
attack. At her side was a lace hand- 
kerchief. 

The case is impressive, for it is ' 
not likely that a child of 10 would 
make up such a story at a time of 
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Professor Rhine tells of a woman who 
was holidaying in Switzerland when 
she suddenly announced that her 
sister had just died in Chicago. Her 
husband immediately jolted down the 
time and the date in his notebook. 
Both proved correct to the minute. 
Similar instances— among many— are 
cited of the son of a psychologist In 
Java and a woman war worker in 
China. 

All of which obviously leads to the 
third division . . - "premonition" . . . 
having the knowledge of an event 
before it happens. 

The classic example is provided by 
J, W. Dunne himself. In his book, 
•'An Experiment With Time," Dunne 
relates that in the autumn of 1913 he 
dreamed that he was on a high rail- 
way embankment, which he recog- 
nised as being just north of the Firth 
of Forth Bridge in Scotland. In his 



dream, a train going north had just 
fallen over the embankment. Large 
blocks of stone were rolling down 
on several carriages at the bottom oE 
the slope. Something in his dream 
also told Dunne that this accident was 
to occur the following spring. 

Next morning he told his dream to 
his sister who remembers that he 
mentioned March, 1914, as the prob- 
able date. 

On April 14, 1914, the "Flying Scots- 
man" jumped the rails 15 miles north 
of the Forth Bridge and fell into the 
golf links 20 feet below. 

■'Coincidence," you may protest and 
point out that every night millions 
of people dream of the most appalling 
calamities that never eventuate. But 
Dunne was not so sure, He developed 
the habit of sleeping with a pad and 
pencil at his bedside. As soon as he 
opened his eyes in the morning ne 
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WTOtt down his first awakening 
filUjht This, in turn, led to other 
UBUfhtl Which he also recorded. In 
'I"' *ndi ha assembled a spectacular 
DqqjtsHOn of events which he could 
DMVl fl«t lie had known long before 
tllH I | i. 

Hi' llud his disappointments, of 

and none of them greater 

Limn ill,, retired Indian Army major 

•I he enlisted as an assistant. 

I boon me a military man, the 

letermined to dream what 

IN Would win the Derby. For 

llll hi he concentrated and at last 
In 'Mil droim of a horse. 

II wiih I, real horse and a good 
1101 II II won consistently ... it 

* wry tiling . . . except the Derby. 

MutlorlriB morosely that "there might 

1 thins in this dream stuff, but 

llll ltd didn't know its own bust- 

Ihi! major abandoned scientific 

Wtaroh, 

Bui Dunne was not deterred. H3 

I Ins investigations until at 

It 1 he formulated the theory that 

1 1 slltep and sometimes during 

ll Ins [he sub-conscious mind could 
ml lUolI of the bonds of space and 

■ I range at will, bringing back 

in the uonscious mind events that are 
■till In he. 
Ami It is a theory in which many 

Ii'i n :.riinili«ts concur. The newest 

rrtlftc doctrines claim that all liv- . 

i"U IIiInks emit radiations of some 

1 iU-lnr wave length. These wave 

Imgthl viiry from wireless waves 

villus between 30,000 metres and 

1 li'w millimetres) down to the 
myitwlous cosmic radiations which 
lUvt n wave length round about .0002 
■ if 1111 Angstrom unit (an Angstrom 
unit baing one-hundred millionth of a 

M mtre), Into all this our sub- 

IBlous minds merge as one. So, 

though our conscious minds are more 
•it less isolated units, our sub- 
nOnicloilS minds act as a single mind 
ill-knowing and all-seeing. 



Already experimental proof is grow- 
ing. As early as 1920, it was noted 
that pigeons released near German 
transmitting stations could not pick 
up their bearings and flew about in 
futile circles. A few minutes after 
transmission ended, the pigeons re- 
covered and flew to their cotes. 

Even in modem medicine a battle 
of radiations is being fought. A num- 
ber of electronic machines have been 
invented which diagnose by picking 
up the vibrations of the different 
organs, test the condition of the blood 

Furiher, other types of apparatus 
stimulate human cells and en'ramate 
unhealthy ones. In many countries 
—particularly Italy— where the Pope 
underwent treatment by one of these 
machines— these new methods are 
making rapid progress. Nobody can 
guess what the future holds. 

So, you great clots of electricity, 
you may be human wireless stations 
after all. If someone will please tell 
me what is electricity, I'D tell them 
what thought is . . . and then we'll 
ill be sure. 
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MERVYN ANDREWS 



(J allows 
Guffaw 



other side of his t) 




■iousness during the four days that 
e lingered, Kinder could nave told 
<ho had fired the fatal shot, but he 
7ould not do so. AU that he would 
ay was "I didn't shoot myself." 
The two women could not point 
o the murderer, for they were in an- 
,ther room at the time- Rushing into 
h e sitting room after the pistol had 
Dlasted the quiet of the house, they 
:ound Bertrand staring at Kinder with 
norror in his eyps. Kinder sat on •> 
chair. A pistol was on the floor, 
apparently dropped from his right 
hand The side of Ins face was blown 
away, and (gruesome touch) his pipe 
was clenched firmly 
teeth. 



With In a short time of the shooting, 
Dl Elchlar arrived to find the victim 
lllVt, bill unconscious. Bertrand said 

Kinder had been drinking 

'"""ill, that he had been worried 

I .v. and that, having looked 

■I Wnui lotters. he had snatched up 
Ifll ptllol ond shot himself. 

KM, il is rny pistol." Bertrand ad. 

'' "' had been showing it to 

"I had left it on the table." 

BffPlrand persuaded the doctor to 

1 latter quiet for two days 

notifying the police, and the 
."■ff]>ted his story without 

ll " Whm Hie Coroner brought in 

1,1 1 "I suicide while temporarily 

■ und mind, Bertrand laughed 

1th rjtl lulve contempt. 

Ilu-m waa reason for Bertrand's 

1 Silt months earlier, ' Mrs. 

1 hud visited him— as a dentist. 

"■ ■ > sympathetic and attentive. 
PWO major obstacles stood in the 

11 nliaation of Bertrand's hopes 

Ml Kinder and Mrs. Bertrand. He 

"' "''I a close visiting relation- 

Rlp batween the two couples, and 

irl*d tli-: lady assiduously. She 

I llliad hii moms frequently and once 

I with him for a week. 

KowtVOr. Bertrand soon suspected 
Dial I"- hud a dangerous rival— a man 

I Jackson— for the lady's extra. 

'"I favors. He bought off the 

mnlous Jackson by paying his 

tttt Hew Zealand. With the field 

■ 1 himself, Bertrand laughed 

wtlh hi" lady when Kinder died, and 
hi laughed at the Coroner's verdict. 

■U1 Hi" laugh was soon to be wiperl 
from hli face. 

Ihortly after the inquest, Bertrand 
rMtlvtd a letter. It suggested that 
th| police might be interested to learn 
-l Bwtrand'a relations with Mrs. 
Kladar. Only distance could salve 
i In' writer's conscience. The ship 
"Tararu" was leaving shortly for New 
Zmilimd, and the writer would be 
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glad to board it— if he had £20 in 
his pocket. 

The letter came from Maitland; the 
writer was Jackson; he had double- 
crossed the dentist. After the first 
spasm of fear, Bertrand laughed once 
more; he could afford to laugh at a 
two-bit blackmailer who asked only 
£20 for a murder. Bertrand went to 
the police, and Jackson got 12 months 
for blackmail. Bertrand 'augh e d, long 
and uproariously; the law was truly 

Mrs. Bertrand was now the only 
barrier to the dentist's dreams. He 
did not resort to murder to dispose 
of her; he hired snoops to catch her 
in adultery, or, rather, to invent evi- 
dence of such, for he had no grounds 
for believing her guilty of such con- 
duct. His scheme misfired, for Mrs. 
Bertrand was most circumspect in her 
behavior. an d no suggestion of even 
doubtful conduct could be levelled 
against her. 

If Bertrand laughed at all at this 
stage, it was viciously. He instituted 
a eampafen of nerves by bringing his 
sister into the home; through her he 
hoped to influence his wife. He 
boasted to her that he had killed 
Kinder an- had got away with it, 
but the sister, instead of confiding 
this to the wife, withdrew in tears 
from the Bertrand household. 

With this avenue closed, Bertrand 
turned on his wife, demanding 
divorce. She refused. He then told 
her that he had killed Kinder and 
threatened her with the same fate. 
He misjudged the spirit of his lady; 
she went to the authorities . and 
claimed police protection. Bertrand, 
hauled before the court, was bound 
over to keep the peace towards his 
wife. When he was unable to find 
sureties to his bond, he was com- 
mitted to prison for 14 days. 

While the dentist was in jail, the 
police followed up some vague hints 
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■mpli- 



S Of ! 



TVTO wonder life's 
^ cated. If you « 
■ piece of skin, the i 
| postage stamp, under a micro- 
scope, you will find about 
3,000,000 cells, a yard of blood 
vessels, four yards of nerves, 
about 100 sweat glands, about 
15 oil glands, an average of 
airs 23 nerve endings for 
, sense of touch, two nerve 
endings for feeling cold and 
j 12 for feeling beat. But don t 
is what body figures are. 



in Mrs. Bertrand's statement. Their 
inquiries resulted in the dentist being 
charged with the murder of Kinder 
before his fortnight in prison was 
completed. Again Berlvand laughed, 
this time sarcastically. The law had 
nothing on him; it had to prove him 

^n^court the prisoner's confidence 
received a jolt when his assistant, 
Burne, was placed in the witness box. 

In August Bume had joined Bert- 
rand in a midnight trip across the 
Harbor. The dentist had wanted to 
get a letter from Kinder's chest of 
drawers— presumably one from Jack- 
son to Mrs Kinder which Bertram! 
intended using to justify the suicide 
theory at a later date. This trip was 
abandoned because of the strong 
moonlight, and another expedite 
was made three nights later. 

"Don't be surprised in the morning 
if you boar that Kinder has com- 
mitted suicide." Bertrand had said ps 
they rowed through the dark over the 
Harbor. "He will have some letters 
from Jackson in his hand." 



On this occasion, Bertrand, after 
taking off his boots, had entered th . 
house at la.m. and had returned some 
,ime later. On another trip, the fol- 
lowing week, he took a hatchet with 
E 'threatening to bash Kinder s 
brains out for some alleaed insult. 
Mrs. Kinder's brother was in the 
house that night, however, so th- 
dentist had crept back to his assistant. 

On the last of these curious noc- 
turnal trips, Bertrand had carried 
eccentricity to the extreme He wo»e 
a red shirt-so that the blood stams 
would not show on it, he explained 
to Bume. He also donned a steel 
helmet to protect his own head He 
was a careful man was Bertrand. 

More damaging to Bertram^ char- 
acter, if not to his case, was hit .state- 
ment to Burne the day after Kinder 
was shot. The dentist had laughed 
at the humor he saw in it. 

-I told him the pistol wasn't loaded, 
and the fool believed me," he gloated. 
"I put him up to throwing a scare 
into the ladies by pretending to shoot 
himself, and he did it." 

This, however, was at variance wit* 
the professional testimony ot ur. 
Alloway who held a post-mortem on 
the exhumed body in December. He 
■had found that the moveable parls 

at the inquest-and that the injury 
rould not have been self-inflicted. 

Chief Justice, Sir Alfred Stephen, 
kept the jury in close custody, re- 
fusing to allow them to separate Ear 
three days and nights, before he 
finally agreed to accept then- plea of 
a disagreement. . 

Bertrand laughed sardonically and 
faced a new trial a few days latei 
with boisterous hilarity. This time 
the judge slated him sealbingly; he 
was "audacious, reckless, a fiend, a 
monster in human shape, but not 
absolutely sane." 
The second jury agreed with some 



.i Nr. Honor's remarks; they found 

l,i pjli r guilty oE murder. Even 

ililn finding did not rationalise Bert- 

I '. it trptd sense of humor; he 

Ittllhod contemptuously as the death 

i.-ui was passed. He instructed 

til olio to find a legal loophole 

tli.it would MVe his neck. 

i I.. I. wos no Court of Criminal Ap- 
i" ,1 in those days, but the point was 

I before four judges. Bertrand 

Wm « majority order for a new 
mil Against this order the Crown 
ippl lied I,, Hit? Privy Council. No 
■ ■ i i 1 i tliuti Bertrand laughed deri- 
i..i, il looked as if the oddities of 
li |iw mi«ht save his neck. 
In July, IHfiJ, the Privy Council 



upheld the Crown's i 
a new trial. It ordered that the 
verdict of guilty stand, and it con- 
firmed the sentence of death against 
Bertrand. But Salomons' argument 
had raised a vague, irritating sense of 
doubt; the Privy Council suggested 
that the case was one where leniency 
might be extended. 

So, with the sentence of death com- 
muted to life imprisonment, Bertrand 
laughed insanely at the law which 
gave him life, although the first three 
years of his sentence were to be 
served in the rasping embrace o£ 
irons, in lieu of the soft arms of a 
woman, passion for whom had lured 
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Does 



iilch t 



s head in the 



Now don't all rush at once— be- 
cause the answer's "No!" The myth 
that the ostrich, buries its head in the 
sand and imagines it cannot be seen 
because it cannot see is entirely 
without foundation. Yet, in one form 
or another, the fable dates back over 
at least 2,000 years. The mistake 
probably arose from two habits or 
the species. In the first place, the 
ostrich pokes its long beak into holes 
in search of water; in the second 
place, the ostrich rests itself by sit- 
ting down on its folded legs with the 
head and neck stretched close to the 
ground. While in this posture, the 
motionless bird is not easily identi- 
fied from a distance. 
How did the word "fan" originate? 

"Pan"— in the sense of an enthusi- 
ast for sport, radio, films, dancing or 
any other amusement or avocation- 
is modern and believed to be a con- 
traction of 'fanatic." The word 
apparently came into general use 
between 1880 and 1900. Tlie current 
version is that Chris Van der Ahe, 
owner of the St. Louis Browns base- 
ball team (U.S.), stated that Charles 
Haas was the greatest baseball "fan- 
atic" he had ever scon. Newspapers 
and sports-writevs took up the word 
and began to call baseball enthusi- 
asts "fanatics." Then the head- 
line writers seized on the phrase and 



reduced it to "fan." Before long, it 
had ceased to be applied exclusively 
lo baseball and was in general use. 
What famous fortune was founded 
on the humble sausage? 
The Wall fortune. Thomas Wall 
was born in 1846 in Jermyn Street, 
London, and was one of the famous 
social reformers of his age. His 
grandfather, Richard Wall, had been 
"Pork-in-Ordinary" to William IV, 
but when Thomas took over the small 
family pork butcher's shop, sausages 
were not a common dish. Not to be 
deterred, Thomas supplied sausages 
every week to Queen Victoria, and 
Iheir popularity gradually spread 
from "high society" throughout the 

And in 1948 Lord Garish rook un- 
veiled a tablet at the birth-place of 
the man who made them. 
How often does the year contain 53 
Sundays? 

According to the Gregorian calen- 
dar, every year has 53 of the day on 
which it begins. Generally speaking, 
the year contains 53 Sundays every 
live or six years. In any continuous 
series of 2B years, five have 53 Sun- 
days, unless the series includes a year 
whose number ends in two ciphers 
without its being a leap year (e.g., 
1700, 1800 and 1900). 

When leap year begins on Satur- 
day two of the six-year periods fall 
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they'll bowl you down 

M< >w . . you aged Spofforths — as Steele Rudd 
would say — -stand bock! There's a New Look 
fltj)QUl the ancient and honourable game of Bowls 
, . . and if you aren't quivering on your crutches, 
thon it's too late, sir, it's too late! So bound out 
n| your wheel-chairs . . . you may get close to the 
kilty. And - — by the way — your assistants on 
the green will be Beveriey Hills lovelies, Wanda 
Barbour and Barbara Rieff. 



,i Hut what's this . 



Well the game's on . . . and Wanda has the lead ball. Whettn 
or not she does curve down some curley ones, she'll still lay "er, >»•* '° get Barba, 
flat in the aisles . . . for our money, anyway. For 
Barbara is content to look on - . . which is OK 
we're looking on Barbara. 
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- the moment 
with us . . 



stymied? ... all Wanda has to do is figure 
ball out of the way . . . well, it's her problem 
mil we don't care how long she takes to solve it. Anyway, what's 
IJOWll? II they modelled the hoops on Barbara, we'd settle for 
rroquet any day. 
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HERBERT THOMPSON 



TMMORTALITY right here 
1 earth is no longer a fantastic 
dream. 

Death caused by germ diseaseB is 
all but wiped out. Degenerative dis- 
eases-heart and qireulaloi-y oilmen^, 
cancer kidney disease, diabetes are 
now the main killers. Complete 
eradication in the next generation o£ 
contagious or communicable diseases 
is a certainty, according to top medi- 
cal authority. After that it is only 
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of discovering the key to 
why we get old. Latest medical 
opinion is that it doesn't have to 
happen. Some say that we get old 
because of those little bugs-germs 
viruses. Down through the cen- 
turies these little hitch-hikers have 
weakened the power of the human 
organism to regenerate itself. 

Since we now have sure cures for 
almost all of the germ and virus 
diseases, there are many keen rnedi- 



■ U>U who believe that the 

luimmi Imcly may prove to be far 

durable than the history of 

fa MM "unlit suggest. 

jSU\ wild) about surviving old age 
■ 1 'if' i bid age necessary? First 
III, |ikl tjiiirft look at what haa 

hlpl > In ihe last few decades 

til ler of the lengthening life 

bl Ul« lout half century more than 

Iiove been added to the life 

1 \ -nnx. Sure, that's a statistic. 

It'l iiImu IH years for every man, 

»nd child in this country. In 

ago age of Americans at 

tmth WU :i little less than 50, To- 

■ l,ty il In I, little less than 70. This 

with average length of 

life in the middle ages or 

\ i Lhe time Caesar ruled the 
Mfld it wiib a mere 2z. 

i ■■ -e significant than this 

ltdd crease in the number of 

v»«i» allotted to man is the change 
''■■> i :curred as to the causes 

■ I llaLh, Some revealing facts set 
Mill In InbloH compiled by the Metro- 
pUllail Life Insurance Company in- 

■ i.l.J. biggest killer in 1000 was 
tuberculosis. Pneumonia was next. 
Iflfaollonx of the bowels came third. 
It- llicnse was fourth. 

To<o0y heart disease is so far ahead 
..f ell oilier causes of death that it 
Ulltfinkn 'dl infectious diseases com- 
UlWdi Cancer, cerebral haemorrhage 
mid BOOldents, in that order, are the 
iilhur biggest killers. Kidney disease 

■ |hl nllh most important cause of 
IHtll in day. 

nitumonia, influenza and tuber- 

■ 1,1,1 'i ■ are the only infectious 
IH In lhe first 10 causes of death 

■ ■> iln.v, with pneumonia and influenza 
IB uUHi place in the table and tuber- 
lUloill In seventh place. 

The American Cancer Society is 
U NJOOfd as believing that the cancer 
ilpiilh Fate could be cut at least one- 



third by early detection and treat- 
ment of the malignant growth. 

The new antibiotics and sulfa 
drugs are far more potent tools in 
treating pneumonia and influenza 
than anything which was available 
10 to 15 years ago. But the best way 
to escape these still dangerous 
diseases is to avoid the common cold 
and give it proper care if you catch 

Despite the great hullabaloo a short 
time hack about new cold cures, 
most responsible medical authorities 
still insist that the only cure for a 
cold is adequate rest and a liquid 
diet. 

Progress toward elimination of 
tuberculosis has been so rapid and 
steady that the National Tuberculosis 
Association is of the opinion that this 
ancient, scourge will be completely 
wiped out in a generation. Warning 
signals include fever, especially a 
regular rise in temperature in the 
afternoon, persistent cough, spitting 
blood and that tired feeling. 

Diagnosis is comparatively simple 
and dependable. A chest X-ray and 
microscopic examination of sputum 
are infallible tests when properly 
performed. 

One of the most dramatic of the 
medical success stories of the last 
generation has heen in the control 
and treatment of diabetes, which is 
caused by inability of the body to 
make proper utilization of sugar. 
With the discovery of insulin in 1922 
it became possible to correct this 
body deficiency. Before then the 
diabetic was almost certainly con- 
demned to an early death. 

It is too soon to say that death 
itself will ever be eliminated as a 
cause for human fear. But so much 
progress has been made in that direc- 
tion in the last decade that it no 
longer seems improbable. 
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LADIES' MAN. — Dr. Robert Cle- 
ment, of fashionable Son lb pert. Ena- 
land was handsome, debonair and 
brilliant. He was distinctly "a wo- 
man's doctor" and also a real ladies 
man As a matter of fact, he financed 
big first practice by marrying- Hia 
wife had £10 of her fortune left Whett 
she died . - - suddenly and mysteri- 
ously. Dr. Clement's next two wive; 
had somewhat similar careers they 
lived as long as they could pay their 
■way. His fourth wife, however, was 
a disappointment. She turned out to 
be a miser. The Doctor was now 60 
and had no lime to waste^ H he 
were to enjoy his fourth wife s 
money, he had to hurry. He fed her 
a fast poison— too fast, as B hap- 
pened, for the police became alarmed. 
They were on the doorstep when tile 
Doctor administered his final dose of 
poison to himself. 

SUGAR SLAUGHTER.— According 
to U.S prison authorities, experi- 
ments have suggested that sugar de- 
ficiency in diet has something to do 
with crime ... in other words, failure 
to finish that all-day sucker may some 
day cause you to wake up and dis- 
cover that you are a killer. The story 
of Robert Bailey, of California, may 
not prove the theory but it gives a 
grotesque twist. Bailey, hitch takfetS, 
persuaded two young women to give 
him a lift in their car. Killing both 
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the girls and hiding their bodies in a 
decried i.Mddodv, he absconded with 
the car. Police had hardly a clue 
until they questioned a roadside soft 
drink stand proprietor, who remem- 
bered a nervous motorist who h«d 
not finished his soda pop. On the 
balf-ftoiahed bottle, police found 
Bailey;* finger prints; they checked 
with a set in police records; Bailey 

BRIGHTEST PUPIL.— Not long ago 
in U.S.. the Woodbury (Connecticut) 
Saving Bi.nk was used as the scene 
of a firm arranged by Slate Police to 
show how a bank robbery could be 
foiled in a matter of minutes. A 
month or so later, two robbers wear- 
ing rubber noses attached to tortoise- 
shell glasses held up the tarn-. •«<•' 
escaped with about 10,000 and 12.01)0 
dollars. Reminded of the film. Police 
Chief Carstens muttered morosely. 
"Let's not go into that." 

SHADOW ED.— In the silk-makiM? 
city of Nagano (Japan), a blind mall 
drugged his blind wife, sold then: 
household possessions and use;* the 
proceeds to elope with a blind mis- 
tress. At time of writing Nagano 
police confess that they are up a blind 
alley They don't know the husband; 
his wife can't describe him; and the 
only code he left behind him was a 
farewell note— in Braille. 

ft Opp. — 5tudy by John Reorder. 



A CRIME 
at 

SAINT CLOUD 



A bab? girl had been stolen by gypsies; „ _ 

grown old and Utter; something happened while the crowds HJ 
swarmed to the fair that splashed blood on the gaudy tents. ^gg" 




HENRI LAV EN DAN (Translated frc 



; French by JACK PEARSON) 



TT happened at a fair at Saint- 
* Cloud. . . . 

"Hiyah! Hiyah!" yelled the Strong 
Man (a bone-headed monstrosity who 
shambled drearily about as if he were 
worn out by his own strength). "This 
ia it! ... the best show on the 
grounds! . . . specially designed tor 
amateur athletes ... the only show 
of its kind on earth . . . featuring the 



celebrated little contortionist and 
muscle-dancer . . . lovely litttle Irma 
. . . she's only 11 years old, but she's 
already appeared before the Queen 
of England and more Indian princes 
than I can remember." 

At the same time, he tossed into 
the air a little girl who turned a 
double- somersault before he caught 
her again by her feet. 
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BIJi right stood an old man of 
I |0 who was standing tip-toe to 
fear the shoulder of an infantry 



|H iv 



mountebank lowered the 
i lillil Hlnwly lo the ground and tucked 

In y cioak around her. 

"Cummon, pet, kiss Papa!" he 
rumbled eiijoiinely. 

Till mite pirouetted with a fttrta- 
n , ton of her head. In a husky, 



cracked voice that was neither a 
child's nor a full-grown girl's, she 
replied disdainfully: "Me? . . - Not 
likely . . . Not^-likely!" 

The mob of spectators began to yelp 
with laughter ... but only for an 
instant. Without warning, the Strong 
Man toppled feebly into the dust and 
lay outstretched there, with his 
spread-eagled arms flung wide. Where 
the mountebank had towered in the 
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They met in the theatre foyer 
radiant with charm; 
iey beamed in each other s 

..ith no hint of alarm. 
"My dear-r-r!", the first one 
murmured; 
> "My dee-a-a-ah!", the other 

hey bent to exchange 

i graceful bob of the 

...ad, 

they made o glomorous pic- 

. uno i iu "11= understands 
why they should both resemble 
3 boxers shaking hands. 

— JAY-PAY 



centre of the circle was crouched ais 
old man. Little dribbles of blood 
trickled from a bayonet he was 
grasping in his black-gloved hand, 
h was the old man. 
Like a streak of lightning, he must 
have snatched the soldier's bayonet 
from its sheath; leaped forward like a 
youngster and stabbed the Strong Man 
between the ribs. 

A death-rattle panted chokingly in 
the fallen giant's throat and a score 
of spectators hurled themselves upon 
his assailant. Without any attempt 
at opposition, the old man allowed 
himself to be disarmed and, almost 
at the same moment, two police con- 
stables struggled through the crowd 
and hurried the old fellow away . . 

Next day the newspapers were full 
of it. The accused, it seemed, was 
very rich. His name was Mitchell. 

And when he was questioned, he 
refused point-blank to reveal the mo- 
All he said was that he would re- 
serve his defence until the trial. 



So, on the day of the trial, the court 
was packed to the doors. At last, 
Mitchell entered the dock. This is 
more or less what he said: 

"The one thing I treasured in this 
world was riiy only daughter. I had 
reared her from a baby myself, for 
her mother had died giving birth to 
her. But then, one day— God knows 
how—a wandering band of gypsy 
jugglers kidnapped her. She was only 
18 months old at the time. I scoured 
the district ... I searched every-, 
where for her ... yet I couldn't 
find even a clue. But I refused to 
be beaten. I kept on searching until 
almost all my money was spent. And 
still I went on searching. Year fol- 
lowed year. Time seemed to be 
building a wall between my daughter 
and myself . . . boundless distances 
seemed to separate us. 

"In the end, I had to force myself 
to believe that my daughter had died. 

' It was all over ... I didn't have 
a daughter anymore ... I didn't 
have anything ... for a second time 
I was a widower . . . and an orphan 

"And then, gentlemen of the jury 
. . . then I was seized by a strange 
sickness ... a sickness which I 
couldn't shake off . . . which, slowiy 
but surely, step by step, drew me 
relentlessly into crime and placed me 
where I never thought I would see 
myself . . . in a jail bird's pen. 

"The very day that I gave up all 
hope of ever finding my daughler 
again ... the day on which I willed 
myself to treat her just as if she was 
dead . . ■ that very day I was caught 
by some mysterious wander lust 
which set me wandering everywhere 
I thought she might possibly be found. 

"I began a vagabond's life . . ■ as 
foot-loose as the gypsies who had 
stolen my darling. 

"There wasn't a country show or 
a fair that I missed visiting. I went 
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•Wfy where 


. I di nt even miss 


mill lown 






kTiow why' It was t 


■n »u ii.. 


children who were pe> 


fur mini in 


the sideshows. Boys r 


■Irk , . . 1 


didn't matter ... it w; 


h-< >«' 


M to me. I became 


hupr*un 


.t fairs ... I was foste 



i. ., .Ml (he little mountebanks 

I poured out my affection on them 
, ollnctlvely and individually. 

led me of that other little 

my little daughter. 'She 
Ml |||u that," I "sed to tell myself. 
Bill gradually— though I did not 

i ,,,, tenderness for the children— 

11(0 Hi I , bliutv emotion began to gnaw 
„\ my hctil't. It was jealousy. When- 
. . , , l looked nt the skinny sideshow 

nutting on the steps of their 

. ,,,, und dandling a baby in their 

■fU l liticl In clench my fists to pre- 

l ii ll from attacking them. 

II,, wiii'ds 'father' and 'mother' 
■ i mill- my eyes flash with hatred. 

[tilled my grief completely 

*vwii made excuses for the 

who had stolen my child. 

l*i I'lmpn Ihey were people without 
Miy children themselves,' I used to tell 
... . ii ftnd I thought that, if I bad 
Gin in their place, I would have 
i JiiHt Ihe same as they did. 
"I mew more and more bitter with 

jnlouiy ■ ■ ■ u flared up in ono 

Unliable outburst on the day 

i Cloud. 

i At Saint-Cloud, I was drawn in- 
llilnrllvoly Inwards a man who had 
,,.ll..li',l ii circle of people around 
him A little girl ... she seemed 

.,1 i mm, nr ten years old . . . was 

llBrfm'mtiiK her tricks for him. 

"Mho r«Hoinated me. To me, she was 
(ViryllilnK that my little girl would 

I been nt her age . . . the same 

Imli . . Ihe same eyes . . . even the 

■ dainty, little body. 

" 111,. Illusion was so strong that 1 

f | myself imagining that she 

llv wir; my daughter. In my heart 



of hearts, I knew that my imagination 
was playing tricks with me . . . but 
I couldn't prevent myself from toying 
with the idea, 

"A cold shiver ran down my spine 
. . . and my nerves tingled with a 
feeling which I cannot describe. I 
was just going to rush towards the 
little girl with open arms when the 
lout beside her asked her for a kiss. 

"She opened her mouth ... her 
childish lips parted ... and she spat 
out a spurt of obscenity. 

"Immediately there flashed before 
my eyes a vivid picture of my own 
daughter . . . dishonoured ... De- 
smirched by this unspeakable gutter- 

"I saw red. To the right of me, a 
soldier was standing. Unconsciously, 
my hand clutched at the hilt of his 
bayonet . . . 

"I didn't know until the next day 
that I had killed anybody. That is 

'■I had slaughtered an innocent man 
... a man whom I had never seen 
before and who had never seen me. 
Why? . . . why" . . . Because— for 
only five minutes— he had been the 
man who had kidnapped my 
daughter. 

"I don't know if any of you blams 
me for what I have done ... I am 
ready to pay my penalty ... I can 
only ask those who have children 
themselves to pity me." 



The jury withdrew. Only five 
minutes later they returned ... to 
announce a unanimous verdict of 
"Not Guilty." 



And what happened afterwards? 
Mr. Mitchell has shut himself up 
in his house and lives like a hermit 
He never steps outside his front-door 
He is afraid that, if he does, he will 
commit a similar crime once again. 
CAVALCADE. Fabruary, 1951 3' 
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Her hards were firmly planted on 
him and she pushed him backwards 
down the cliff with all her strength. 



FATAL 

DECISION 

at the ease with 
able to pick her 

he scowled. His 
and gasping. "SI 

H e paused to 
he added, solem 

had shown her 



He was panting as he struggled i 
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but 



s temper. So her 

mi 1 1 1 1 n'|i1.\' i i-iiiibincd un uttered. 

Tli»y Imil been married five yeais 
mill ilio counted rui"" of them amongst 
III* inoxl mlni'i'iible she had known 
in .1 hlr 1 1 nit hud been packed with 
Ulttllpliliii'HK. Lett fatherless at six 
Tpnrn u( rme, her mother had re- 
ItlMTlud -In n man who had treated 
i i in i with unreasonable brutality. 
Btthar'i :.l->ii-fnther had arranged 

, his friend, George Pollock, 

■ .ml «hn hud raised no protest, bo 

iplMaly had her spirit been 

broken] nl though she had gone to her 



husband with very little relish. 

For the first year George had 
treated her with consideration, but 
then he had developed the same cruel 
and boorish habits as her step-father. 

Esther tried to assert herself for a 
time, but her husband had crushed 
her will; she became again cowered 
and wretched. She would have run 
away from him; she had toyed with 
the idea time and time again; but 
she had nowhere to go. Her mother 
had died while she was still attend- 
ing school and she had no friends 
of her own; George had seen to that. 

Although George was quite wealthy, 
he made her a niggardly allowance 
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BELIEVE it or not, little men are flying little plimes that 
aren't there To cut a long story short, theoretical experts 
are now flying theoretical planes at the Massachusetts institute 
of Technology. Three years' work by more than 50 engineers has 
produced a machine to "test-flight" planes before they are built. 
With a sensitive calculator, the engineers will be able to set up 
an electrical model of any aircraft which is in an advance;! 
stage of design. Then they use an actual autopilot to fly the non- 
existent craft. The autopilot solves the same problems as it 
would in actual flight if the plane were really built. 



and spent as much money on his 
hobby, photography, as he did on her. 

When they reached the flat ledge 
that formed the edge of the headland, 
George sat down to rest on a shelf 
of rock, gasping for breath and 
wheezing like a blunt saw cutting 
through hardwood. 

Esther turned to look at him, con- 
tempt quirking her lips. 

"Why couldn't you have helped mi: 
carry some of this equipment?" lie 
snarled, when he found sufficient 
breath to speak. 

"You know you won't let me touch 
your wretched camera," she replied 
flatly. 

"Always able to find some excu^-.'. 
aren't you?" he growled. "You could 
have carried something else," 

She ignored his peevish complaints; 
knowing full well that any offer of 
assistance would have been curtly 
refused. 

George had set his tripod on the 
ground and was unloading his camera 
from its case, caressing it lovingly as 
he did so. 

"Now to take this picture," he said, 
his remark addressed to the camera 
in a softened voice, like a lover's 
seductive whisper. 

Esther's eyes narrowed and glowed 
with anger. The hands that abused 



her so brutally fondled this inanimate 
black object with tender care. She 
had long since given pride of place 
in George's affection to it, but to- 
day some of the old rancour returned. 
The sudden change in his manner, 
when turning his attention from her 
to it, had fanned an old flame uf 
enmity. 

Her hands twitched as she longed 
to grab the camera and hull it over 
the cliff, but she knew that to do 
this would be tantamount to killing 
a lion cub in its mother's presence. 

George stood and looked intently 
into the distance. As far as the eye 
could see yellow beaches, edged with 
swathes of white surf, nestled be- 
tween rugged prnmonkivirs which lay 
couchant in the ocean. He breathed 
deeply. 

'This View will make a iiu!!;ni:i<_-t-n; 
photo," he exclaimed, placing his eye 
tentatively to the sights of the camera. 

Esther stared down at the sea, 
which was arching its back in greater 
fury at the lonely stretch of coast 
that defied its attack. She was still 
trifling idly with the idea of destroy- 
ing the camera. The jagged rocks 
below would smash it to splinters and 
the breaking waves soon complete 
the job of annihilation, she thought. 
From the corner of her eyes she 
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saw her husband, now busily en- 
gaged in affixing the object of her 
animosity to the tripod. The fate her 
imagination had assigned to it she 
now transferred to her husband. 

ff only he would fall over the edge 
of the cliff, she thought. The idea 
started a chain of fancies and she 
felt a cold shiver run down her spine 
at the gruesome speculations which 
were tumbling through her mind. 

Esther looked back. The white 
posts of the safety fence stood like 
sentinels, separating the stretch of 
scraggy ground they had just tra- 
versed, from the road, which disap- 
peared abruptly over the hill and 
only the cloud spotted sky remained. 

A plan was shaping itself in her 
mind— George was always having 
giddy turns; if he were helped over 
the face of the cliff, his disappear- 
ance would be easy to explain— if 
the matter were carefully handled. 

She turned to her husband who was 
now jockeying his apparatus into a 
position to make the exposure. 



"This is a hard photo to take," 
he said, his voice again soft but now 
thoughtful, "It needs something more 
than just the view to make it com- 
plete—someone standing in the fore- 
ground, for instance. Perhaps if you 
stand over there," pointing to the cliff 
edge, "it would make for better com- 
position." 

"Don't you think it would be better 
if you were to be in the picture?" 
she asked. "It is more of a man's 
scene than a woman's." She could see 
no logic in this assertion, but it' 
seemed to appeal to George. He 

"Perhaps you are right," he said. 
"But who is going to operate the 
camera? I couldn't trust you to tlo 
it." Some of the old asperity crept 

"If you get it all ready for me, all 
I shall have to do is set off the 
shutter, my dear," she said, with a 
strange tenderness in her voice. Now 
she had decided on her husband's 
doom she began to feel quite com- 
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A MILD MENTION OF THE 
PENALTIES OF 
MAGAZINE PUBLISHING 

There once was an over- 
wrought editor 
who murdered a tardy con- 

the judge and the jury 
condemned him with fury . . . 
so he now edits Hell's Social 
Register. 



watched with terrified fascination M 
the body hurtled down and thudded 
on the rocks beneath, to be sucked 
into a boiling, broken wave a fen- 
seconds loter. 

She turned to the camera, seized it 
in both hands, and hurled it to join 



.„ a bekn 
The body was no longer visible; th« 
sea had draped it away, carrion for 
families of fishes. 

He: freiuy began to abate, like a 
drug that is losing its effect. 

I must go to the police, she thought, 
and tell them Ceorge had a giddy 
turn and fell over die cliff before I 
could help him. 

She was calmer now and turned 10 
uarry out the rest of her schemi- 
She took one step and slopped with 
a gasp, her face clouded in horror. 
Standing in -Jic middle of the road 



hill 



her, not moving, as if rendered mo- 
tionless by the ghastly thing he had 
iust witnessed. The more she tried 



to reason it out, the more convinced 
she had been observed. 

She imagined herself in a crowded 
courtroom awaiting the verdict. 

She was sobbing now — with frustra- 
tion; her plan— that had seemed so 
foolproof— had gone wrong. 

The man was still standing in the 
middle of the road, leaning lightly 
on his cane. She wanted to escape 
from his cold, placid presence. She 
turned again to the sea. 

She knew there was no chance of 
escape; she realised the best she could 
hope for was a sentence of life im- 
prisonment She-, dreaded Ihe thought 
of the forbidding walls of a jail and 
the miserable existence of the in- 

Hysteria was consuming her and 
suddenly she knew what she must 
do. She covered her eyes with her 
hand and ran forward. The ground 
thudded against her feet for a few 
paces and then there was nothing. 
Her body clashed on ihe jagged rocks 
that the waves had just washed clean 
of George's blood. 

The man standing on the road did 
not move. The wind moaned about 
him as if bewailing the tragedies. 

Presently, a woman came hurrying 
over the hill and joined the man; she 
was clutching a small dog under her 

"I caught the pup," she said. "He 
gave me quite a chase amongst the 
bushes. It is the last time I shall 
bring him out without a lead." 

The man smiled. 

"I heard the strangest noises whilst 
you were away," he said. 

"Just the gulls," she answered. 
"They are very noisy to-day." 

"And, John," she continued, "you 
should not have walked about on 
your own. You must not move, so 
near the cliffs, without me." 

She linked her arm through his 
and led the blind man over the crest 
of the hill. 
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"Hut l»r Hie stench, it gives me great pleasure 
farmyard hour." 
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STRANGER 




MOSQUITOES have an eye fax 
color. So, if you want to be a juicy 
dinner for Mrs. Mosquito and her 
clan, wear black, blue or red. On tha 
other hand, white and yellow are 
the colors which mosquitoes like the 
least. In Oregon, men wearing shirrs 
of seven different colors acted 



for 



the : 



, 1449 



shirt. 



: halt- 
iquitoes of one 
■unted on a black shirt 
only 520 on a white 



A BANTAM - SIZED ELECTRIC 
BRAIN has been developed at the 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology. 
It is an electronic computing machine. 
The new machine presents the 
answers to its problems in graphs on 
a television screen. Each solution is 
completed in one hundredth of a 
second. 

THE CHINESE GOVERNMENT, 

before it changed from a monarchy 
to a republic in 1912, permitted "liv- 
ing" Buddhist gods to "practice 
divinity" if they obtained a licence 
from the Colonial Office in Peking. 
In that year there were 160 of these 
men "working miracles" and bless- 
ing people in Tibet, Mongolia and 
North China. When he was given his 
permit, each "god" was always made 
to understand that, if he misbehaved, 
his licence would be revoked and he 
would forever be denied the right to 
be reincarnated. 



AN AUTOMOBILE ACCESSORY. 

first featured by Packard in 1!)02, was 
a gun that squirted ammonia about 
eight feet. Its purpose was to dis- 
courage dogs from chasing cars and 
taking nips at the tyres, which in 
those days were so thin and moved 
so slowly that they were in danger 
of being punctured by playful poodles. 

MIDDLE EAST PILOTS have to 
keep a wary eye open for belligerent 
birdlife. One of the most vicious at- 
tacks occurred not long ago near 
Allahabad, in India. Seeing a plana 
approaching at low altitude, a pair 
of eagles decided "to kill" it. One 
of the birds new, with all its energy, 
at the propeller; the other climbed 
to 10,000 feet, dived and crashed 
through one of the plane's wings, mak- 
ing a large hole. When the plane had 
limped to the nearest 'drome, the 
eagles were scraped from the fuse- 
lage. Another fatality was reported 
from England when a hawk crashed 
into a plane, stunned the pilot and 
caused a crash. 

MORE THAN 100,000 Negro Jews 
live in the United States, at least 
13,000 in New York. And-believe il 
or not— most of them are so well 
skilled in the food-laws of their re- 
ligion that they are employed as 
"kosher" cooks by orthodox Jewish 
Eamilies who follow the old tradi- 
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So your ever-loving little sprrj 3 w-and 
strife has come to the end of he ir tether 
(no puns, pleose) and she's walking out 
on you right into the blue or at least 
as far as Mother's. Well, don't panic 
there's a right way and a wrong 
way' to go about these things ... who 
knows with a spot of subtlety you may 
e«n persuade the wench not to wander? 
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S„, who: did M Ml you? She's »o,ted to toy dreody ... and • 
ployful mood oooin ... if y°u con judge by her suit. You ve sti 

hoppy ho » be cheerful ubou. 1. m « *• do« 

clipping out a 
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, cd. that has tomorrow's entries on the reverse i 





UK \v CYCLES . . . 

t been, develop - 
if cuvlltcH lulely, or i£ they . 
IK UuAfv than you think 
i't bo in too much of a 
in Bridlt or blame to your 
ind of tooth paste. Truth 
li Htrn In have periodic 
■ M-. In resistance to decay, 
miiiilhn iir a year, a tooth 
ilfi-iiv ill nil; then follows 
MM cavities form rapidly 
■ki' up fur lost time. And 
iliii; you can do about it, 
I fewa State University 

i IURGERY . . . 

BWr'SCtive thyroid gland 

ii pRtlsnt by making his 
■nil other toxic effects, 

lull iin'Mnitls of cure are 
1 1 1 ftmovaJ of portion of 



.11 pii'i-.v. 



• (2) i 



j of 



Kill 1 

flkililk In 



loilttio 

pawn mi i 
If I 



i the gland. Radio- 

ii i- of the drugs use'.! 

ii ii no; but a better drug 
boon tested. This is 
itBltlne 211" which— like 
lodiiio -is prepared in 
pllil. [U :h I vantages are 
BlUCh shorter-lived; (b) 
tioli Ce) 



iilnl 



radio-active 
I loss penetrative 
rays may be con- 
roe tly and effec- 



tively on sick thyroid ( 
BATTLE AGAINST B.O. . . . 

A tablet containing specially pre- 
pared forms of chlorophyll has proved 
very effective against B.O. and hali- 
tosis . , .body and oral odours. 
Chlorophyll is the green pigment in 
plants which converts energy from 
the sun into substances which sus- 
tain life. Tests have been made on 
50 New York citizens, each of whom 
s'.vailowGi] a chlorophyll tablet a day, 
usually early in the morning. Nine 
out of ten reported a marked decrease 
in body and mouth odours ... in 
some cases up to 100 per cent. 

NEW MINDS . . . 

A chemical rejuvenator for old and 
ageing minds has been found in an 
enzyme called cytochrome C. Elderly 
men and women whose forgctfulness, 
uiijifusruii, ii ' liability and lack of in- 
terest in their surroundings have 
made it necessary to put them into 
institutions for mental disease or for 
the aged have their minda Po 
cleared by the enzyme that they can 
live normal lives outside the institu- 
tion. The chemical is extracted from 
horse and beef hearts and is injected 
into patients' veins. 

The enzyme has been tested with 
most satisfactory results in several 
United States hospitals and special- 
ists are forecasting its general use. 




CAVALCADE, February, 1951 



55 



THE LAST VOYAGE 

tftfo JENNY ! 




The schooner returned with a cargo 
of tragedy from The Port of No 
Return; but she was an exception. 



TV7HEN Captain John Hyam stood 
W by the wheel of his schooner 
■'Jenny" as she sailed from the harbor 
of Lima, Peru, in October, 1822, he 
little knew that he was embarking or, 
what was to be the longest voyage m 
history ... and his last . . 

"Jenny" was a small vessel of about 
200 tons. She carried a crew oi BOTirfc 
Julia Hyam, the captain's wife, WM 
also aboard. She did the cooking, and 
it was a happy ship at the beginning. 
Captain Hyam had had his crew for 
years, and "Jenny" was what is 
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known as a "Family Ship." She was 
bound for New Zealand, with a 
Reneral cargo. 

Across the Pacific sailed Hie little 
schooner. She had lair winds to start 
with, and soon picked up the North- 
Efst' Tradt-H. Captain Hyam was be- 
ginning to congratulate himself on 
the likelihood of a quick and pro- 
sperous voyage, for the wind held 
steady through the Tropics, which is 
unusual. 

Work went on abm.n the decks. Mrs. 
Hyam cooked happily, and ''Jep," the 



Hum, fnlLuwcc! his usual amuse- 

"' 'I ' yum rope-ends and bark- 

l«| I k fury when water slid in 

I ll< Killl «'ii|>pi<i- holes and washports. 
mil limn !,.. went wild with ex- 

11 ti win-" ii Hying fish flew 

' I'*. II. •tliiinnl mid gasped in the 
«MH|»I. 

ipli fiid.xl into the wake of 
li-ntn " lia I)ii> vessel neared New 
1 " l mill I In. bare-footed seamen 
1 ■ .I'liu ni'jilfi'i.oci sucks and 

1 i il Ii mill oilskins. The fair- 

iil "I tlio .small schooner 
linliMil ii I id replaced with 

■'"■i: Hi v.'i:st, (he "Jenny" 

111" n'hod New Zealand, 

llii v inil dumped to a heavy 
1 ii,. I ■ w;is overcast, and 

■ li'lli 11 "Mill not get a sight 

1 1 lml wins why he sailed past 

in"! I in ued southward. 

id ■■■in ..cni'd, Soon the vessel 

11 ' 1 iiliiriK with only a storm 

hi In-ill . Snow and sleet 

■ 1,1 'i"i.' sifilc, and when 

ippeared on the 

■ 1 ilii il ,,,, kn ew he had over- 
Mi roidi] do nothing about 
Hi ■ ill' ri. nlhiiied and — al- 
'•ii«i«Ii In' 1 1 ii i I to heave to — the 
Ii Itfil Jill further south 
veynril of too many good 



lli'i'ii worse, food began 

awful cold penetrated 
browi, for no one was 
i Olothing suitable for 

hlfthar south "Jenny" 
'lie wind fell to an icy 
I wiih too late. Huddled 
itw froze to death, one 
:i was no food, and no 
thorn north again. The 
iiKiilnst an iceberg, and 
me top-heavy with 



itltMM Tin. 
lli.ll Mi» 



Hm i wry mirprisi 



ii'! dory? 



haps not — but the amazing sequel 
came later ... 37 years later. 

On September 22, I860, the whaling 
brig "Hope," under the command o£ 
Captain Brighton, of New Bedford, 
Mass., entered the Southern Ocean, 
south of Drake Straits. Ahead of the 
"Hope" was a huge ice barrier, of 
which the crew of the "Hope" took 
little notice. Suddenly, with a thun- 
derous cracking, the barrier split 
apart to reveal an amazing sight. 

There, still floating, with masts and 
spars encrusted with ice, yards and 
rigging dismantled and falling, sails 
in icy shreds and with hull terribly 
battered, was a schooner . . . the 

In amazement. Captain Brighton 
boarded the ship of the dead. He 
was startled to find the crew still 
sitting in the forecastle in quite 
natural attitudes. They were frozen, 
and perfectly preserved. 

In the cabin aft Captain Hyam sat 
at his desk; logbook before him and 
pen still in hand! The last entry in 
the log read: 

"May 4, 1823: No food for 71 days. 
I am the only one left alive ..." 
At that point the Captain's hand had 

Captain Brighton searched further. 
In a bunk_he found tie body of Julia, 
the wife of Captain Hyam. Coiled at 
her feet was the body of the dog 

Captain Brighton removed the log- 
book from under the dead hand of 
his brother captain, and quietly gave 
orders. Two of his crew took axes 
and chopped holes in "Jenny's" rotten 
planking. 

Already almost sinking, she soon 
vanished below the icy water. A 
floating tomb, she took to the bottom 
the bodies of those who had made 
the longest known voyage . . . 3T 

Which is one ship that returned 
from the Port of No Return. But 
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is Is an III ll>m» « tt " ! 

Since men first went down to the 
„,, the list ho. « o» inc' 
without n«mb.T. Ihe top-smls 
faded over the horizon and the prows 
have headed lor eternity. 

Thej have sailed . ■ ■ »" ' " 4 
bright in b»« - . . VA " 
„St, they have vanishod in spl.n- 

d< The "Marie Celeste" - - ■ "Wara- 
„h» • India-man, clippers, and 
«,„.r,..-.ven 

H.M.A.S. "Sydney" . . ■ **> »™ 
ioarmyed into the snnaet and the 

Perhaps the "Jenny" was one ot 

her P.«ne, she M °» >' «• ~W 
tion that proved the rule. 

Almo.-, «Oti was M ■ <«£™*J 
ba«r«e, "County of Roxburf,,, W 
staked Ore side, of th. 20M--o..r.er 
when, in 1906. she weighed 
,t Chde for Newcastle 'Austral.a) in 
ballast. . _,,„ 

trim she had ar. alarming habit o. 

aUbHing to lee*** like a crab. 

Expert, have oss.ss.-i that w* a 
gale behind her. she migl 
logged 10 knot* an hour; b. ^ 
knots her maslprs wer.i inci . •• 
look wistful and pray tOT sea-n 

It says somoOitag lor rry.n:;.™ 
bravery ... or bravado ... that she 
was ever allowed to venture into the 

P Bm C she did. And. such is the : way 
of the em and its ships, she almost 
reached the Paumotos, 
It was a locality which seam on de- 

make them like shark's fangs. 

Of course "County of Roxburgh" 
had to encounter both. On Febru- 
ary 7. 190fi. With the barometer fall- 
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ing steadily, her crew were not i 
abused to observe that a heavy 
ground-swell was lashing on tne 
ChV'i Islands and that tidal streams 
in the passages were causing strange 

"In the west, a purple-black cloud 
was cloaking the sun. But, through 
the wind-rips, "County of Roxburgh 
^rknerc.meinwiththe^g 
down of the moon . . . and with it 
came the hush before the storm. The 
canvas had been snugged down to 
working sail and the hatch-covei 
battens had been £rd 



■ .•ION 



Of 



whe 



cent i 



n the 



juth- 



At two o'clock the next r 
the gale struck. True to her 
tin- "County of Roxburgh 
lunge to leeward and kepi a 



still aflct 
eddy 



; but . 
:oU 



and Cas her mastei , ,,r have «£. 
only too dispirited ta exoectl a Inns 
•ire of breakers, rolling in from the 
lee-ward, we-e lifting "County o. 
Roxburgh" and running over her lec-l 



13 



i thai 



ef. If th> 

JoT'the "S-fTtw" held them firmly 
beyond the power of the sea 

But how were they to know' They 
panicked. In a stampeding rush 
*ey launched the Ufe-hoats. Ten. 
of them drowned as the boots crasheel 
and splintered on the coral. 

A few reached the comparative 
safety of the beach. Fuziy-haircd 
tribesmen . . sailors thentfelves . . 
raced down from the palm-tree;., 
eager to help. With the few revolver? 
they still retained, the survivor* fire. 



abroad. Ghosts 
II i mi, I In-ill an id they fought with 

Ihittti, 

At dawn oil February 9 it was all 
UWI 'I'll" lulnnd of the tribesmen 
■ llliuutnlie in which men sank 
|p hi Uwlr arm-pits; the villages 

MN k Mir pulm-trees were de- 

I uvur all the bay hung 

■ -Ii nf death. 

N»t Ollly iwul the .storm washed out 
itto InIihhI ei'iiu-luiies . . strewing 



. she hit a. 
v had only I 



. thet 
The t 



i that whoi 



decades of human skulls and bones 
on the beaches . . . but the lagoon, 
too, was polluted with the bloated 
forms of native and "County of Rox- 
burgh" dead. 

When the next ship came beating 
through the islands, her crew saw 
the "County of Roxburgh" . . . 
dwindling to dust and rust with t. 



I HMD MODES HE I5H>- 



, and - 



1th i 



aboard. 

She had sailed to Jakarta 
other Port of No Return. 



By GLUYAS WILLIAM^ 
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The Buckskin Boys stormed the Stockade of Sin, only to 
he swept aside by a racing torrent of frantic feminity. 



DID you ever hear of the Battle ol 
Lispenard's Meadows? 
You won't find it mentioned in the 
history books, but it was common 
talk at one time— very common. 

It happened during the American 
Revolution. During the fighting, there 
was a heavy garrison of British troops 
in New York, which growing city was 
predominantly British in sympathy. 

But the citizens of Gotham had 
fears for their womenfolk with so 
many soldiers roaming loose. It was 
a problem for the commander, be- 
cause he did not want his soldiers 
doing anything which might put them 
in bad odor with the local loyalists, 
He passed his dilemma on to the 



Brass at the War Office in London. 

The result was perhaps unpre- 
cedented; it was certainly not savory. 
The War Office called for tenders— in 
a quiet way— for the supply of 3,51)0 
women, "for the intimate use of the 
troops overseas, the Marine and the 
supply trains." 

Tenders were swiftly received from 
a bunch of procurers. The fee for 
each woman was two guineas, and 
that was good money in those days. 
The women were to get nothing. 

The procurers went into action, 
scouring London, Bristol, Plymouth, 
Liverpool and Southampton. They 
worked fast, but they soon found it 
was a big order. There seemed, to 



■ ■ i ■. worthless wenches who 

ll i III" Dtlucative tour. They were 
iimiu v*l'y well at home, thank you, 
INI) In,. | ihrir own circle of clients. 

1 n procurers were hardly the 

I I on ceremony. They 

It , 111.11c force into play, and 
m l nl crimping began. The 

i lid not go round like horse- 

iii li iu;i niu! choosing and 
t. Looks didn't 



lender 



: the i 



■ 



nit the debtors' pri- 
(cuble" females, the 
'ciiialu paupers, and 
'l>l"'l with no visible 
t. Towards the end. 
;d and the total had 
1, the crimpers were 
ipjiing a few decent 



Ihe soldiers were 
msing job. It also 
mischief. They were 
i Mlndtade to house 

ntlicm boundary of 
i lu'uiime Greeiuvicii 
I the city of New 
a wine warehouse 
l''iviu:liman named 
I'll; right next door 
were a few hoggy 

I'ond. These acres 
iiMH'iiarrl's Meadows, 
re close to the garri- 
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St to work and ran 

1 ' 1 1 ' 1 1 w leu alcckade — to keen 

I" flllli in iiml the locals out. It 
...I ..ii.. gnU- nnty. The soldiers 
■Wtn't inch urcnl. shakes as car- 

■ hill II was a labor of love 

IM) they 1'iwlfil a few score small 
rlMllta Innldii Ihe stockade. They 
all right, Sometimes the 
only five feet from the 



ground, but what did that matter? 
They built the stockade over the 
creek so there would be running 
water laid on at no expense. 

Over in England the procurers had 
gathered their 3,500 wenches. 

Now the problem was transport. 
Ships were much more precious than 
women! And all tho best ships were 
being used for war purposes. 

Tiie problem was solved by search- 
ing up and down the coast for ships 
which were dying of old age. Twenty 
of these were roped in — to the owners' 
surprise and profit— for they were 
chartered by the Government. 

It was not exactly a luxury cruise! 
The ships were mostly very small. 
The women were crammed into the 
holds and the hatches battened down. 
There was one great saving of space; 
they had no luggage! And the pro- 
visions supplied them would not take 
up much space. 

Sanitary conditions did not exist. 
The women — especially the respect- 
able ones who had been kidnapped— 
were in a pitiful plight. Their hearts 
breaking for their homes and loved 
ones; under great physical discom- 
fort; and in the company of some of 
the vilest scum of England's gutters! 

But, for some of them — good and 
bad— worse was to come. The At- 
lantic chose to be stormy during the 
passage. It made the passengers very 
ill; it prolonged the voyage — and 't 
sank one of the ships with all hands! 

The Grand Chairman of Procurers' 
heart must have bled when he found 
that he was 50 short in the total he 
had promised to deliver. 

He had to go to further expense 
to keep his part of the contract, be- 
cause the money was not going to 
he paid to him unless he supplied 
the full quota. So he picked out the 
best of the hulks and sent an expedi- 
tion to the West Indies to kidnap 50 
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JACK PEARSON 



MR. WATERTON 




„ as quite mad . . . " nice- sort of way 
, if biting y»« suits' ankles is nice. 



rpHERE was only one Mr. Waterloo 
A for which most of ths 

adsntlfic gentry of his day must have 
vented a heartfelt sob o£ relief. 

Undoubtedly, he was mad . - - quite 
mad . . . but mad in a nice way. 

His insanity confined itself rpagWI 
to animals . . . alive, dead, stuffec. 
and unstuffed ... and regardless of 
any risk to himself. 

His mania swept him halfway round 
the world; but if in his travels he 
rode crocodiles, snared birds, snakes 
and butterflies, suffered every disease 
(and accident) to which any white 
man in the tropics is liable, his own 
account of his adventures out-rivalled 
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the most bizarre of the tribulations 
and creatures he had encountered. 

Without presuming to call Mr. 
Waterton a liar, it must be confessed 
that he was not only a man who told 
a tale well; he was also a man wnn 
told a tale too well. Henee the alarm 
and despond which fell upon high 
scientific circles whenever one of D« 
treatises dropped hot from the . 

Add to this that he w_ 
taxidermist, quite capable of support- 
ing his wildest nights of imagination 
by self-manufactured monsters and 
fears-o'-the-night, and you will gam 
a vague idea of the horror he caused 
in the hushed cloisters of scientific 
research. 



I.rl.m 
-In 1. 1 

•■•■I ulv 

llni'llUl 

I IK I Mi. 

una'* 



hit Iwu v 

*<•* ■ilil'lu 

lit III* • <> 



wan Charles Ibis family 
uh JtOObltfiS) . . . and he 
I In htltory at the age 
, , . injuring himself 
,, liubil be developed 
lir, Itngthy life). 
, , ir.ii. n, in search of star- 

Ik. toppled off the roof 
Uthouia" and narrowly 
Hiklnu Ids neck. 

lilul, his family sent him 
With u "holy and bene- 
tl," The association lasted 
ira . . . until young Water, 
ly floeled to bite the priest 

1 of the leg— with the ex- 

.■idiii refused to be de- 
■ litnl apparently enjoyed 

•r, he was accustomed to 
irjfe number of guests to 
him and, shortly before 
»|, tt> bide himself under 
No lOOner bad the guests 
p dining room than Water- 
mi.l.lonly scuffle from be- 
tablc on all-fours, bark 
I Bp his distraught visitors' 



■Mil, lUt W»n in the future, Afier 

,1,,. nln episode with the 

i i., I.v basiled their black- 

.!(«■(. off I" l!n- discipline of the 

i |t 1 nil. id' of Stonyhmst. Evi- 

,|i<i>itt, ■-■ > n l regime had most 
HL« pRodii ... at least (during 
iltU HMTlatil I 1 1 is no record of 
M fcnn'l Wnlerton biting any 

Itunyliursl to return home 
il lax hunting squire, 
v. ha entered into this 
lib il mildness that mora 
hln other frenzies . . 




,,.-ir 



plddoelcB and pools, and 
n .|iiiiri-y . . . from wlilcn 

wlinl o inly be described as 

J providence — he once 



more eiiicrRcd ivilliuul. u broken neck. 

These light pursuits, however, be- 
gan to pall. Young Mr. Waterton 
turned to travel. Living at Malaga 
(Spain) were two uncles of his, who 
had left their country, not "for then- 
country's good," but "in high dudgeon 
because they had not been employed 
in any genteel or confidential capacity 
at home." The indefatigable Water- 
i on decided to inflict himself on them. 
His time in Spain was spent by study- 
ing "red-legged partridges, vultures, 
gold finches, quails, bee-eaters and 
flamingoes"; surviving an earthquake 
and a plague known as "the black 
vomit"; and seeing one of his uncles 
into an untimely grave. 

He returned to England, equipped 
with "a magnificent ivory crucifix 
and a superbly mounted Spanish gun, 
both presented by the Duchess of 
Alba"— to his uncles. 

But it seems that his Spanish rrm 
had merely whetted his appetite for 
foreign travel. Two years later, he 
was off to manage the family slave 
plantations in British Guiana. 

In a land of hard drinkers (rum, 
for preference), he became a tee- 
totaller; and— disregarding the most 
horrifying warnings — insisted in 
[ramping hatless through the tropic 
heat and imbibing large quantities of 
water which had not been boiled 
Nett result: He quickly contracted 

As he also insisted on walking bare- 
foot, he in addition daily acquired a 
plentiful crop of leeches. 

Any injuries to his feet, he 
remedied by large poultices composed 
of "freshly boiled cow dung." For 
some obscure reason, his wounded 
feet invariably healed. 

Soon, however, the pleasures of 
Georgetown, too, palled. Mr. Water- 
ton determined on an expedition up 
the unexplored Demerara River, his 
alleged purpose being to collect speci- 
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T ONDON'S latest refinement 
for drinkers is the "beer- 
gun," a pistol-shaped gadget 
on the end of a sinuous trans- 
parent plastic snake, through 
which the beer runs cool from 
cellar to tankard; the "tap' 
is a trigger; the bar maid can 
shoot a precise pint into your 
mug. . . . And, presumably, 
into the "mug" of any 
obstreperous drunk. 




mens of the virulent poison with 
which the Indians tipped their ar- 
rows- ."curare," as wc term it ("the 

wourali poison" to Water ton). With 
Ms usual sublime disregard for the 
fitness of tilings, he timed his journey 
for the middle of the rainy season 
. . . thus almost assassinating himself 
with fever before being rescued by a 
benevolent PorLuguese outpost com- 
mander. 

Nevertheless, he came back to 
Georgetown with his "wourali." 

This he promptly tested on an in- 
offensive she-ass. According to him, 
he stabbed the ass in the shoulder 
with a poison arrow whereupon the 
beast expired within ten minutes. "An 
incision was then made in its wind- 
pipe and through it the lungs were 
inflated regularly with a pair of 
bellows for two hours. Suspended 
animation then returned. The ass 
looked around; but— when the infla- 
tion was discontinued— she sank once 
more into apparent death." 

Another two hours with the bel- 
lows and the donkey was completely 



restored. It is pleasant to relate that 
—under the fitting name of "Wourali" 
—she 'flourished for another 23 years. 

Now and again, of course, Waterton 
took home leave . . . but not for long. 
The most fascinating of these holi- 
days led him into the United States. 
On his way by stage coach from 
Buffalo to Niagara, he— true to form 
—had an accident. He sprained his 
ankle. Remembering that a doctor 
had once told him to hold a sprained 
ankle under a pump, it instantly 
dawned on Waterton that the treat- 
ment would be much more effective if 
he held his injured limb under 
Niagara Falls (then, so he claims, 
"pouring over 670,255 tons of water a 
minute.") This theory he hastily put 
into practice . . . with what results 
has not been recorded. 

But British Guiana remained his 
best love. He returned again and 
again . . . occasionaly slipping over to 
Brazil for a change. There he staged 
his celebrated "crocodile ride" . . . 
anticipating even Louis de Rouge- 
ment. After having tried vainly to 
snare a saurian on a shark hook in 
the River Essequibo, he wrathfully 
sacked his native "crocodile catcher" 
and went about the business in his 
own way. He got in touch with some 
Indians who "fed him on boiled ant- 
bear and a red-monkey and professed 
themselves enthusiastic to salvage a 
saurian for him." 

In less time than it takes to tell, 
his helpers had a crocodile "ten feet 
and a half long on the end of a rope." 
But there they baulked. They bluntly 
refused to haul the croc, ashore. In- 
deed, Waterton's negro gun-bearer 
showed every desire to shoot the 
prize. Waterton instantly offered to 
shoot him down instead and the black 
subsided . ■ ■ after Waterton had 
chased him half-a-mile along a sand 
bank. Then, "casting a disdainful eye 
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U gines," Watcr- 

»1 It Im captive single- 
■ i |ng i>> himself several 
ii Inun (rom Horace, he 
Die chance* of getting 
■■i. Mi Until decision 

B look mi eight foot 

MB id wrapped a 

h» Bin). The idea was 
mi-hIi Into tin- saurian's 

. . iii. n.i,.,! to the un„ 




.hi touched the 
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It seems that the intrepid Waterton 
was tripping through the jungle when, 
without warning, he almost collided 
with a ten-foot boa -constrictor. Mr. 
Waterton has the floor: "I covered 
my right hand with my felt hat; 
seized the snake's tail with my left; 
and when it came at me in fanged 
fury, I knocked it out with a York- 
shire punch in the jaw." 

Yet Mr. Waterton did not confine 
himself exclusively to anacondas. His 
fiercest struggle was fought, not 
against a boa- constrictor, but against 
a North American rattlesnake . . . 
and the battle raged— not, as you 
might guess, in the United States, but 
in the serpentless Eden of England's 

But all good things must come to 
an end. Mr. Waterton finally re- 
turned to England to practice taxi- 
dermy and marry a wife. He was 48; 
she 17. It says something for the 
poor girl's stamina that she survived 
a year of wedded life before expiring. 

Alone again, Mr. Waterton pressed 
on with his hobby— contradicting 
every biologist within hearing and 
developing his taxidermist's art. 

Undoubtedly the two outstanding uf 
his works were: 

(a) "The Nondescript" ... a monkey 
constructed by himself from several 
different breeds of monkeys, an en- 
graving of which he published as the 
frontispiece of a treatise — thus draw- 
ing from an unsuspecting Baronet the 
remark: "Dear me, what a strange 
looking man Mr. Waterton must be"; 

(b) "The Noclfer of The Spirit of 
the Dark Ages" . . . "made of the 
gorget and legs of a bittern and the 
head and legs of an eagle-owl skill - 
'Lilly blended." 

He was still hard at it when he died, 
aged 83, on May 27, 1865. 

His death was worthy of his life. 
He killed himself by falling out of a 
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Contributed by the Office Casanova: A fool is a man who argues whether 
women have brains while a wise man gets busy with what they have got « 
To which he adds: "You will find some of the best bed-time stories on 
hotel registers" • Office Incident: A blotter is something you spend time 
looking for while the ink is drying • A U.S. woman columnist proudly point, 
out that there are 30 per cent, more men in mental hospitals than women ... 
Okay okay, who put them there, anyway? • Dedicated to Emily Post: At 
cocktail parties, it is much better in the long run to wrap yourself around 
your host's liquor instead of round your host"-* Fashion Flashes: One. reason 
romance lasted longer in the gay nineties was that your wife looked the 
same after washing her face • An ad. by an exclusive ladies' shop announces: 
"LATEST ARRIVAL— Can-Can Garters . . . come in all thighs'es" - Which 
of course reminds us, that she was just a goldsmith's daughter; hut it 
didn't mean pure gold • Our Tame Mathematician reports that figures never 
lie' but it sometimes takes a good tight girdle to keep them from telling the 
truth • Racing Recollections: Horses feed on green stuff; so do bookies 
So meet the one man who made money Eollowtag the horses; he was a 
clown in a circus procession • Daffynitions: A night-club is a place where 
the tables are reserved and the guests aren't • Europe is J^f^Jta 
countries with chips on their shoulders and none on the table Traffic 
Warning: Nowadays, if a man gives up his bus-seat to a woman, it generally 
means that he's getting off at the next stop • Sporting Side-light: A. book- 
maker is too often a pick -pocket who lets you use your own fingers • Advtc- 
to Would-Be Tourists: Of the glamour of the East, there is nothing more 
entrancing than the pidgin-English expression for a piano: "Big feller box; 
you fight him in teeth, he cry" • Note to Contributors: Truth is not only 
stranger than fiction; mostly it is also more interesting . Next to a beautiful 
girl, sleep is the most wonderful thing in the world. 

OUR SHORT STORY: A Californiar. woman, charged with shooting her 
husband, says that everything went blank . . . everything, that is, except 
the cartridges. 
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A REMARKABLE HORMONE TONIC 
THAT SHOWS IMMEDIATE RESULTS 




s the simple, scientific 
of FORTEX, the 
! hormone tonic. 
Around the age of 35 your 
body slows down its own 
natural manufacture of hor- 
mones. You need an extra 
supply, and FORTEX gives 
you tli is. 

If they are re-introduced into 
your system it is as though 
you have "turned back the 
clock" by 10 years or more. 
You get back real energy, 
real alertness and real 
strength, because your natural 
health is restored when you 
give your body back the vital 
factors it needs. 

MONEr-F-flCK GUARANlEi: 



offer 



Within five days— often with- 
in two or three days — you feci 
the effects of this amazing 
hormone tonic ; a recovery 
from exhaustion following 
effort; cessation of insomnia; 
relief from dizziness and 

li.-pl.ll -. .1 .lirii]iil]T|Mn "I 

pains in the joints; improve- 
ment of vision and heariu, 
correction of abnormalities 
skin and hair; increased mi 
cular strength; renew* 
ability to work; the revi talis 
tion of the will to achieve. 
All these effects may be 
gathered into the one expr< 
sion — REVITALISATION. 
Men and women are built 
differently and need different 
hormones. Therefore, there is 
FORTEX RLUE for men— 
FORTEX YELLOW for 

ecituse FORTEX is somewhat 



FORTEX i 
prescription 
in.ip.mi/iti> /•■ 
FORTEX i. 
alt wholesa 
locally, pit 
f Phone: B 



contact: Kinjort Pty, Ltd., Box 111, GJ>.0., Sydney 



The Princess might not have been all that she 
seemed to be; but he was not over- disappointed. 



HENRY CAXTON • FICTION 



T CHOSE the Aphrodite Hotel be- 
cause it was central, unpreten- 
tious end not too expensive. I only 
discovered afterwards that it was 
also notorious and patronised almost 
exclusively by what were politely 
called "night-club entertainers." 

It had seemed quiet, however, when 
I checked in. I was not surprised to 
notiee that the names in the register 



were mostly Turkish, Arabic or 
Greek, and 1 was unable to translate 
any of the entries in the column 
headed "Profession." My own entry 
—Henry Burton, Artist— looked as out 
of place as button boots on a bath- 
ing beauty. 

A barefoot Greek- speaking boy 
helped carry my luggage upstairs to 
my room, which was long and nar- 
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WAS O.K. 



row with a very high ceiling like a 
.lice off e larger ">° m ■ ' ' W i'° h '1 

«,d.w, opening onto a ™>»™'= 
balcony which projected over 
nfe street, twenty feet Mow. 

I unpacked a few esse f tla £ 
wafted and changed. Thw at 6.3Q, 



Moonlioht glittered on her l= we 
shone on the edge of her toce neslije.. 

prompted by a booming gong and 
he Crfcted •*'*'*.• 

Then I really got a shock. 
The tables were crowded b, » 
collection el human being, el £•» 
bnegineble shape and colour. There 



were three bespectacled Chinese 
youths at one table, a fat Turkish 
woman at another, five zoot-suited 
Negroes, and a group of blondes in 
light sweaters -and trousers. 

At a long table in the centre sat 
six oriental houris in flowing gowns 
... the Beirut Ballet, as I subse- 
quently discovered . ■ - with an im- 
posing turbanned gentleman (re- 
puted to be their husband). 

There was also a stringy woman 
like a dehydrated Marlene Dietrich 
in a backless evening dress, sitting 
with an elegant gentleman in tails, 
a curly blonde wig and thick make- 
up. 

But one figure caught my atten- 
tion. A black-haired girl who sat by 
herself at a table in the window. 
She was a study in contrasts . . ■ 
white skin, full crimson lips, black 
dress which left her shoulders bare, 
a plunging neckline which left me 
gasping like a deep-sea diver, and 
the longest eyelashes I have ever 

As I entered the room they all 
stared at me as if I— with my un- 
obtrusive beard, blue suit and soberly 
striped tie— were the most eccentric 
freak in the world. 

The waiter, who was also the pro- 
prietor, greeted me volubly in basic 
English, showed me to a table next 
to the eyelashes and took my order. 
With boisterous back-chat in French, 
German, Greek and Arabic, he set 
the conversational turmoil going 
again, and soon I was forgotten. Ex- 
cept by the eyelashes. Whenever 1 
looked up she was staring at me 
with her great eyes. 

The other weird characters shrieked 
and giggled, teased and taunted, 
cursed and abused each other across 
the room. She remained silent and 
aloof. Yet she dominated the scene, 
and when she once spoke— to ask 
the waiter for a clean fork— there 



was a sudden silence which per- 
mitted her words, in broken English, 
to be heard all over the room. 

Towards the end of the meal she 
rose with her coffee cup in her hand 
and glided towards me. With a "You 
permit me, monsieur?" she sat down 
at my table. I couldn't speak. 1 ] 
could not even raise my eyes. They 
boggled and wavered, slipping over 
ber satin- smoo th skin, gravitating 
into the valley between her breasts, 
out of all control. Her scent envel- 
oped me . . . fascinating, suggestive 
. "Siren's Breath" would have 
been a good name for it. Her voice 
WHS deep and seductive; she had been 
speaking for several seconds before 
I could pull myself together suffi- 
ciently to hear what she was saying. 

"You need not introduce yourself, 
Monsieur, because I know your name, 
Henry" (she pronounced it Onree) 
"so sweet, so naif. Tell me, Onree, 
what sort of an artist are you ... a 
hypnotist?" (pronounced eeptnoteesr) 
"a mind reader? or a musician? . . 
you are so handsome you might be 
a crooner, so beeg and strong you 
could be an acrobat, a strong man 
. . . but not with that beard ... it 
puzzles me." 

I enlightened her. I told her that 
I was a painter, just a student really, 
landscapes and a few portraits. 

"But why do you stop at the Aphro- 
dite? Ah, you: are interested in us 
arteests . . . you see in us colourful 
subjects? You would like to paint 
me, yes? In my dance costume? Yes, 
we must arrange the sittings "imme- 
diately . . . look." 

She extracted from her bag a large 
photograph and passed it over. I 
broke into a cold sweat. It showed 
her in a fantastic towering jewelled 
head-dress . . . and very little else. 
On the top of the mount was em- 
bossed a crown; on the bottom was 
printed, "PRINCESS ANNA ELIZA- 
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^EAGULLS at St. Augustine 
(Florida) are dying in 
thousands to support the old 
truth that free lunch counters 
are seldom "free" and always 
leinixirary. For g-imui-fitioiis, 
the gulls had depended on the 
shrimp Ik'L't for easy feeding. 
When the fleet moved to other 
waters, the gulls were unable 
to feed themselves and died. 
Officials are calling citizens 
io aid the victims of the free- 



BETTA SIKKORSKY, exotic dancer." 

Before I had thought out a suit- 
able exclamation she seized the phoio, 
and with my fountain pen which she 
took from my breast pocket, scrawled 
"With sincerest love, from Anna, ' 
across the bottom of it. 

"Keep it," she said. 

The nib of my fountain pen h;s 
never been the same since. 

"Now I go to the Garden of Para- 
dise and dance," she added, and 
swept out of the room, leaving me 
too dazed to move. 

The waiter, Aristophanes — known 
as Fanny to his intimates I among 
whom I was evidently already in- 
cluded)— started to clear my table. 

"You very lucky guy," lie told ms, 
"You make big hit with the" Prin- 
cess.' but be careful, Mister, she is 
dangerous. Fanny is telling you." 

He was telling me! Her vivid at- 
tractions, clearly designed and cal- 
culated to dazzle from a considerable 
distance, were strangely menacing at 
such close quarters. She was like a 
three-dimensional technicolour close- 
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up come to life. 

I took a long walk in the cool 
night air. I found my way back to 
the hotel about eleven, and went to 
bed. But not to sleep. I blamed the 
street noises, the continual ringing 
of bicycle bells, the clatter of horse- 
drawn gharries, the strident motor 
horns, the talking, singing, yelling 
people who passed beneath my win- 
dow . . . but I daresay the Princess 
had something to do with it. 

About 2 a.m. it became quieter, 
and 1 slept . . . only to be wakeneJ 
at 2.30 by the "arteesls" as they re- 
turned from their "nightclubs." From 
the few comvirL'hcn.-LiilE scraps of con- 
versation that floated in my win- 
dow I gathered that each of the 
sweater girls had at least half a 
dozen more or less bibulous escorts 

I slept late in the morning. What 
eventually woke me was the tramm- 
ing of booted feet up and down the 
stairs, and to and fro in the corridor 
outside. As I jumped out of bed, I 
heard a faint thud by the window, 
It was caused by a small cigar-shaped 
parcel wrapped in oiled silk which hit 
the iron balcony rail and bounced 
into the room. I stepped out and 
looked up and down the street. 
Though there were plenty of people 
about, none of them appeared ro 
have any connection with the parcel. 

I unwrapped it, disclosing a black 
sticky substance with a peculiar 
smell ... I sniffed disgustedly, and 
dropped it into the waste paper 
basket, already half full of torn 
paper from my unpacking the pre- 
vious evening. 

I had just finished dressing when 
there was an authoritative knock on 
my door. I opened it and a police- 
man bounded in. He was a Cypriot, 
wearing a regulation khaki shirt and 
shorts, with a blue peaked cap. He 
asked to see my passport, and ques- 



tioned me about the purpose of my 
visit to Cyprus, the intended dura- 
tion of my stay, a long rigmarole 
which had already been fully dealt 
with the previous day at the airport. 
Then— without warning— he suddenly 
announced that he was going to 

■■But what on earth are you look- 
ing for?" I asked in some surprise. 
"My luggage was all examined by 
the customs yesterday. I've bought 
nothing since." 

"It is routine, sir. I am sorry I 
cannot tell you the reason, but I 
have a warrant to search the hotel," 
insisted the gendarme. 

There was nothing else for it. I 
invited him in. He scarcely glanced 
at my luggage; but he stripped the 
bed; poked the mattress ail over 
methodically; climbed on a chair and 
looked on the top of the wardrobe; 
groped under the washstand and be- 
neath the bed; pulled back the ear. 
pet and examined the cracks in the 
floor boards; tapped the skirting and 
the walls. 

Favouring me with a bitter glaie 
of disappointment, he left. I went 
down to breakfast, locking my room 
behind me and putting the key in 
my pocket. I could hear the police- 
men tramping about on the floor 

There was no one on duty down- 
stairs; but when I had rung the bell 
several times, Fanny appeared look- 
ing flustered and worried. 

"I am sorry, Mister," he said, "but 
the police have only just gone. I 
do not know why they do these 
things to me . . . the indignity, the 
inconvenience to my customers . . . 
and they find nothing, thank God." 
"But what were they looking for?" 

"I do not know . . . stolen property, 
spies . . . these theatrical people aro 



not always what they seem, Mister. 
That Princess, now ..." 

He broke off as she swept into the 
room. She was swathed in a gorgeous 
silk dressing gown, her heavy black 
hair hanging loose over her shoulders. 
Even in the cold morning light she 
was uncomfortably seductive. 

She ordered coffee, and again sat 
down at my table. As soon as Fanny 
had left the room she leant towards 

"Did they search your room . . . 
the police?" she whispered. 
I nodded. 

"And did they find something?" 
"No," I replied, "there was nothing 
for them to find." 

She smiled inscrutably, and glanced 
towards the door. 

"I hope I did not disturb you in 
the night. Monsieur." 
I must have looked surprised, for 

"Do you not know that my room 
is next to yours?" 

Until that moment I had not con- 
nected the silk-wrapped parcel with 
the visit of the policemen. If I had 
recognised what it was I would have 
realised immediately, but my experi- 
ence of opium was limited. It is not 
a substance with which the average 
art school student has close acquain- 
tance. Still, I managed to speak. 

"No, I didn't know. I slept very 
well, thank you." 

I thought she looked a little 
puzzled. 

I rose and left the room, mounted 
the stairs, and unlocked the door of 
my room. I took the cigar-shaped 
object out of the waste-paper-basket, 
wrapped it again in its oiled silk 
covering and put it in my pocket. It 
seemed incredible that the gen- 
darme—if he knew what he was 
looking for— had failed to search the 
basket, but 1 did not let that worry 
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me. I picked up my sketch-book and 
my hat. I went out, and down the 
stairs. The Princess was just coming 
out of the dining room as I passed 
the door. She tried to accost me. 

"Onree, darling, ivhere are you 
going? Sketching? Would yon not 
like to paint me now, in your room 
. . . before I get dressed?" 

She wriggled her body provoca- 
tively under the silk dressing gown. 

"No . . . later . . . this evening . . . 
the light is too strong, now," I 
mumbled. And then I was out in the 

I took a taxi straight to the police- 
station. I told the gendarmerie that 
I had some important information 
concerning the search of the Aphro- 
dite HoteL Eventually I was taken 
to the Assistant Commissioner, a 
large red Englishman with a Lanca- 
shire accent. 

I told him my story, and produced 
my exhibit. 

"You're right, lad," he said, when 
he saw it. "This is what we were 
looking for ... a bit of it, anyway, 
and that's enough to confirm our sus- 
picions. We've searched the night 
clubs and found nothing, so it had 
to be the Aphrodite. I'll tell you all 
about it. A few weeks ago our cus- 
toms men found a mass of this stuff 
in the luggage of an Algerian con- 
tortionist on her way to Cairo. It was 
packed in cosmetic jars, a layer of 
body paint or cold cream on top, and 
opium ' below, several thousand 
pounds worth. Of course, the girl 
swore she hadn't known it was there, 
and in the end we had to believe her. 
She was a sort of innocent carrier 
pigeon. The stuff had been planted 
in her luggage, and was to be ex- 
tracted again before she next put on 
her war paint We let her go through 
with it, notified the Egyptian author!, 
ties, who watched her; they uncov- 



ered one end of quite a tidy little 
organisation. But the stufE must have 
been planted while the girl was here 
... in Nicosia. We believe that this 
gang use Cyprus as a sort of dis- 
tribution centre. Entertainers come 
here from all over the Mediterranean. 
They're in Tel-Aviv one month, Bei- 
rut the next, Istanboul, Alexandria. 
They may be carrying all sorts of 
stufE about with them, without even 
knowing it. Now we can be pretty 
sure that the Aphrodite is the place 
where the stuff is handled. Someone 
there has access to the rooms, and 
tampers with the baggage. The Prin- 
cess is more or lees a permanent resi. 
dent, been there for months, so . . . ! 

"She's the one you're after," I put 
in. "I'm convinced she threw the 
stuff onto my balcony from her win- 
dow; a bit of a risk to take; but once 
she got rid of it no one could prove 
where it came from, unless someone 
saw her." 

"And unfortunately no one did, so 
ive've got nothing to go on. We 
can't touch her. We can only keeo 
an eye on her . . . and that's where 
you come in, laddie. I'll tell you 
what to do. You get pally with 
her 

"Pally!" I yelped. "My God, you 
might as well tell me to get pally 
with a python. Nothing in hell would 
force me to enter that hotel again 
until flic's under arrest." 

"Come, come, laddie, there's noth- 
ing to be afraid of. She's only a 
woman, after all. Now, you go back 
to the hotel for lunch, corner her 
afterwards, tell her you've just found 
something in your room, show har 
this package and see how she re- 
acts. Pretend you don't know what 
it is. Of course, if she ever discov- 
ered you'd been to the police . . . 
well . . . you don't need to worry. 
We'll have somebody handy in case 
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TTOWLER QUOTA: 
Minister of War 
clergyman who talk: 
soldiers in fox-holes. Syntax 
is the money collected by the 
churches from siru 
.talisman is a man who calls 
every week for the furniti 
money. Heredity mi 
if your grandfather didn't 
have children, then 
father wouldn't either, and 
neither would you. Diplor, 
acy means lying in State. 



there's any trouble. There's more of 
this stuff where it came from, and 
if you can help us find it . . of 
course, I can't promise anything, but 
I'll see the Governor hears about it.' 1 

I did not return to the hotel for 
lunch. I could not. 1 kept saying to 
myself: "You bloody fool, you've got 
nothing to lose. It's a situation any 
man witii guts would sell his soul to 
Bet into. A glamorous woman anxious 
to pose for you in your bedroom . . . 
even if her motives are ulterior . . ." 
But it was no good. 

I wandered about the streets, 
sketching here and there; a tattered 
Turkish beggar in baggy black 
trousers: a gipsy woman; a carved 
doorway. I had lunch in a cheap 
restaurant; kebabs smoked over a 
charcoal fire, and a huge slice of 
watermelon. I got back to the hotel 
about fi, and found the Princess sit- 
ting in the lounge. Taking a firm 
grip on myself I went and sat be- 
side her. She was a little aloof at 
first, but soon thawed. 



"Where have you been all day, 
Onree darling?" she asked. "I have 
been looking for you. Do you not 

"Of course I do," I answered, "but 
it's impossible in a hotel room. Too 
small, and the light is not right. I 
have been trying all over Nicosia to 
find a room I could rent as a studio. 71 

That seemed to cheer her up. 

"And you have been sketching? 
Show me." She took my sketch book 
out of my hands and turned ovi*r 
the pages. "Ah! You are an artUt 
indeed, my Onree. What talent! Thai 
doorway ... I recognise it imme- 
diately. Is it not near to the police 



"I'm afraid I don't know the 
police station," I said hurriedly. "Lt 
was near the Paphos gate, I think 
. . . but talking of police, I want to 
show you something I have found in 
my room. I wonder if it has anything 
to do with this morning's search. I 
don't know what it is, a small parcel 
of black sticky stuff." 
She was obviously i 
"Black and sticky," 
"It does not sound r 



itm 



!, but : 



interested. 
' she repeated. 
. you will 



It i 



"I . . . yea . . . that will be nice . . ." 
I found myself murmuring like a 
zany. 

During dinner I caught her eya 
several times, but I was relieved that 
she did not bring her coffee over to 
my table when she had finished her 
meal. 

It was a French film with Greek 
and Arabic sub-titles . . . which 
tended to make it esoteric if not 
understandable. I couldn't get the 
hang of it at all. Everybody seemed 
to be interminably pursuing one an- 
other for some purpose which re- 



mained obscure to me and . . . when 
they paused for breath . . . debating 
with one another in dialects beyond 
my understanding (even with the as- 
sistance of the Greek and Arabic 
sub-titles?. Still, it distracted my 
thoughts. 

After dinner I went to a cinema. 

I wandered back to the hotel about 

II and went to bed; but, tired as I 
was, I couldn't sleep. I lay there try- 
ing to read a book, while my mind 
fei-retted about in the future, putting 
up wild guesses about the Princess':; 
visit— some terrifying, some fascinat- 
ing. Several times I broke into a 
cold sweat. Once I got out of bed 
iiiMiilms to ring the po'.ice . . . but 
did I really need a .gendarme con- 
cealed in the wardrobe? 

I Was convinced, of eouroe, that the 
Princess was not interested in my 
manly charms, if any. She had 
other motives I could only guess at, 
I spent some time studying her 
[ihuUiyi-apli; it was disturbing but 
not reassuring. She wanted to make 
use of me in some way. Perhaps she 
thought 1 was not what I claimed to 
be. She imagined I suspected her 
and sought to disarm me. Had I 
been meant to 'An:: the opium, or was 
it a mistake? If a mistake, how could 
she correct it? It was the sixty-four 
dollar question. 

Outside it was even noisier than 
on the previous night; but things 
started to quieten; down about 2. 
Then the other inmates of the hotel 
be«an to come in. At 250 I thought 
I heard the Princess enter her room. 
But everything was quiet ... I must 
have fallen asleep. 

I woke with a start and sat up in 
bed. She was standing at the opon 
window. Moonlight glittered on her 
jewelled head-dress and shone on the 
edges of her silk dressing gown. Her 
back was towards me; she seemed 
to be staring ai something above her. 



She heard my movements and beck- 
oned me. As if in a dream I stepped 
out of bed. She put a finger to her 
lips and motioned me to look up- 
wards. 

A figure was leaning out of the 
window above mine. As we watched 
one hand caught hold of an orna- 
mental iron bracket which supported 
the wide eaves of the roof, while 
the other stretched out towards the 
gutter. For an instant, the hand was 
silhouetted against the starry sky; 
and we could see that it held a sma'l 
cigar-shaped object. There was no 
doubt who the figure was . . . Fanny 
the waiter. 
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"Well done, laddie," he said whin 
I had described what had happened 
during the night . . . omitting a few 
irrelevant details. "Fanny is the chap 
we're after. Careless of him drop- 
ping that parcel onto your balcony, 
but 1 suppose he was a bit flustered 
with the police on the premises. 
Probably thought it had fallen into 
the street. Clever hiding place, the 
gutter. He'll have hidden it some- 
where else, by now, of course; but 
we'll find it if we have to tear the 
hotel to pieces. We'd suspected him 
all along, of course . . . didn't tell 
yoa . . . afraid of putting ideas into 
your head." 

' "And the Princess?" I asked, eye- 
ing him reprovingly. 

"The Princess is O.K. . . . been 
checking up on her. No more a 
Princess than you are. Her real 
name is Bloggs or Briggs or Wolsten- 
holine or something. Comes from 
Yorkshire. Good looking girl, iqo 
. . .not ray type . . . but O.K.," said 
the A.C. 

"Yes," I agreed thoughtfully, pleas- 
ureably remembering the night be- 
fore, '"I found the Princess quite O.K." 
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TIE noticed, her, of course, when 
she got aboard the giant trans- 
port at La Guardia, but he tried not 
to make a project of it. Habit warned 
Harry that he must keep his mind 
on the job, and the hell with every- 



thing else. But the girl made it 
tough, because she was blonde and 

Halfway to Washington, he found 
himself wishing that Bannister would 
give him a case once, just ones, 
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where he could work with a blonde 
like this one. It would be nice, all 
right. Detective Lieu ten tant Harry 
Nailer thought about it. Finally, he 
got up and went to find the steward- 
ess, to ask her for a drink of water 
that he really didn't want. 

When he got back to his seat, the 
blonde girl had a cigarette in her 
lips and was fishing in her handbag 
for a light. Harry struck a match 
for her, and dropped the book of 
matches in her lap. "Here y'are," he 
said as graciously as his husky baii- 
tone would permit. "Keep 'em." 

That did it. Ten minutes later, he 
knew that her name was Haila 
Garson and that she was on her way 
to the Capitol to join her parents 
and that was her first plane ride. 
He'd reached the point of telling her 
that he'd kicked hell out of 
Europe from the bomb bay of a B-2fl 
so that flying was old stuff to him, 
when that inner voice of his warned 
him again and he cut it short. 

Carefully and abruptly, he sat back 
in his seat and pretended fatigue- 
Kesolutely he closed his eyes and 
his mind firmly to the lovely distrac- 
tion across the aisle and thought, as 
he was paid to think, about General 
Vasilesov. The general was a self- 
styled refugee who had come to the 
United States to do some singing for 
tiie benefit of Uncle Sam. 

As far as Harry had been able 
to learn, both the Stale and Defence 
Departments didn't like the music or 
the lyrics. Somewhere along the line 
they had grown suspicious of Vasil- 
esov; their questions embarrassed the 
truth of his assignment into clearer 
focus; it was believed that the gen- 
eral bad come to obtain as much 
information as he had promised to 
divulge. 

At that point, the general started 
screaming he'd been kidnapped by 
capitalist tools and took a powder, 
looking for his Embassy. The night 



before, the general, powdering in a 
borrowed car, had run down a New- 
York City traffic cop, and kept run- 
So now Harry Nailer had extradi- 
tion for manslaughter papers in his 
pocket and orders to pick up the 
general. 

Harry was especially conscious of 
the time when the big ship touched 
down at the Washington airport. Ac- 
cording to the schedule the airline 
had supplied, the flight was twelve 
minutes early. He looked across the 
cold, wind-swept strips of cement for 
the police car that was to meet him, 
found nothing, and went into the field 
restaurant for a warming cup of 
coffee. He was sitting there, watch- 
ing the car ramps outside, when 
Haila Garson came in. 

She took the stool beside him. Her 
lovely face worked into a frown. 
"Rotten night, isn't it?" 

He lit her cigarette for the second 
lime while the small suspicion grew 
in him. He looked at her, annoyed 
by the fact that he was attracted by 
what he saw; then he turned and 
walked away, towards the men's 
room sign. Inside, he felt conscious 
of the fact that he was avoiding her. 
Probably just a girl who liked to talk. 
Maybe she was lonely. . . 

He was fixing his lie in the mirror 
when it happened. The knob turned; 
the door swung inward, There were 
two of them, Harry saw; about the 
same height, with dark overcoats, 
daik hats and scarves. Both of them 
had their hands in their pockets, 
bulging in a way that^Harry didn't 
like. 

In the mirror, Harry caught their 
actions. Deliberately, he removed his 
tie completely. The men were young, 
and from the look on their faces, 
Harry didn't think they'd blast right 
away. One of them stood with his 
back against the door, whistling 
softly. The other one smiled in the 
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A RUE de Hi vol! (Paris) 
hotel started a labour- 
saving device for room- 
service. A gadget makes it 
possible for a roomer to fix, 
on a many-pointed dial, the 
time he wishes to be awak- 
ened in the morning to order 
his "petit-deieuner," put 
through any telephone calls, 
give his orders to the maid 
or valet, contact the head- 
porter or manager, and tell 
the correct time throughout 
the 24 hours. Wot? No sing- 
ing anyone to sleep? 



mirror, beaming at Harry Nailer. 

"Put it on again." He motioned to 
the tie. 

Harry put it on. He had, now 
firmer ideas about that second match. 
"The blonde tipped you, didn't 

When neither of the young men ie- 
plied, Harry Nailer turned to face 
them, his own eyes veiled, his fighter's 
face set with hitter resignation. He 
sighed, and brought his open hands 
sharply together, pointing with one 
hand after the minor explosion like 
a side show magician, focusing thi 
young men's attention— and ended 
the experiment in criminal psychol- 
ogy with a sudden rush. 

His flying shoulder upset the first 
fellow. Then Harry bulled his way 
to the other, sweeping with his arms. 
His fist became a vicious battering 
ram against the man's neck and face. 
The youth went down. Harry 
ducked in time to catch the first 
man's arm across his shoulder. A 
chopping motion with the side of his 
hand and the man stopped squirming. 

He found nothing of importance or 



identification on cither, save for their 
weapons, which lie dropped in the 
empty towel chute. 

He went out of the men's room, 
looking for the girl. It did not sur- 
prise him to see that she had gone. 

He asked the counterboy about her. 
The kid's eyes went wider when 
Harry flashed the badge. 

"Why, out there, somewhere. Shi! 
just left." 

Outside he saw that his escort had 
not yet arrived, he checked his watch 
again and was surprised to discover 
he hadn't been off the plane for more 
than five minutes. 

"Weil, I'll be damned!" he said, and 
the surprise really began to grow 
then, because he saw Haila G arson 
walking quickly toward the adminis- 
tration buildings. 

He had gone only a few yards in 
her wake when he heard the savage 
roar of a nearby motor. Instinctively 
he stopped, turning to the sound— 
and the burning breath of excitement 
bubbled into his chest. A silver- 
winged monoplane was cutting across 
the field through the great squares of 
shadow cast by the buildings. 

Like a giant monster, the plane was 
heading for the girl in front of him! 

Harry yelled a warning, but the 
words were lost in the noise of other 
plane motors being warmed in the 
nearby hangars. 

"Get down!" he screamed again into 
the blanket of sound, then drove his 
feet hard against the oil-stained 
gravel, running, diving for the girl. 
One arm fumbled for her waist as his 
hip-block caught her; they hit the 
ground together, bruisingly, in the 
briefest breath of time, before the 
undercarriage got to where they'd 
been. He rolled with her, desper- 
ately, to avoid the path of the low- 
ered taOskid which would have cut 
them like a giant sword. 

The monoplane streaked out into 
the night, the orange-blue exhaust 
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spitting back at them. Harry lay 
beside the trembling girl, biting m 
fat chunks of atmosphere to fill his 
burning lungs, watching ihe plane 

all planes should; he guessed it wore 
no markings either. He wondered 
how much the girl could tell him 

She had not said a word, buL lie 
could feel the tenseness in her. 
Rising. Harry helped her to her feet. 

He didn't rush her; patience was a 
necessary tool of his profession and 
he had learned the value of a pointed 
silence, where in formation -getting 
was concerned. He grinned, to fill 
the little void between them and 
leaned down to pick up his hat. 

From that point on, he did nothing 
consciously. He hard the sharp, in- 
taken breath, the sound of the girl's 
movement as she went into action 
above and slightly behind him, and 
felt the brutal blow take him just 
above the back of his neck. 

Black nothingness faded gradually 
into grey, aching waves of pain, 
emanating from the back of his skull. 
He was lying, Harry learned to bis 
dismay, face down in what seemed 
a shallow puddle of oil and water, 
and his head felt as if a troupe of 
bell ringers had taken residence 

Walking was the problem, it de- 
veloped. Twice, his legs buckled 
under him, and further sets of bombs 
went off within his skull. Back in 
the restaurant, he ignored the wide- 
eyed nervousness of (he counter clerk 
and asked some questions of his own. 

No, said that bug-eyed young man, 
he didn't know what had happened 
to the blonde' girl. And those two 

"Yes?" said Harry. "Did you call 
the police?" 

"Sure thing. But those fellows 
musta got out when I was phoning, 
They wasn't there when the cops 



came. They musta beat it before—" 
"Sure, sure. Was there anybody 
looking for me? Detectives?" 

The clerk frowned. "Nobody nt 
all. Gee—" 

Harry left him to his wondering 
and went to the phone booth. 

When the voice at the Detective 
Bureau answered the phone and 
Harry identified himself, he caught 
the small whistle of surprise. There 
were some of the usual, small, half- 
hearted attempts at needling himself 
and the New York Police Depart- 
ment as well; all good fun, but noth- 
ing Harry could appreciate at the 
moment. He said to tell Monaghan— 
the detective who had been assigned 
to work with Harry— to get over to 
the Embassy. Harry would hustle 
over there himself, as fast as a cab 
could take him. 

In the men's room, a fast job with 
a towel and comb made him some- 
what more respectable and the lump 
behind his left ear, where Haila Gar- 
son had conked him, responded a bit 
to a cold water application. But 
the pain of it still nagged as a cab 
rocked him through Washington's 
traffic 

Waiting in the cold and windy 
street for Monaghan, across from the 
darkened Embassy building, Harry 
thought less about Vasilesov than he 
did about Haila Garson. There was 
a gal for you, all right. Two matches, 
two pals— too bad. 

Detective that he professed to be, he 
had not the slightest idea why she 
should conk him. That she had 
marked him well, he had no doubt. 
But beyond that it was a puzzle. 

He heard the rush of footsteps and 
looked tip to find a quickly -moving 
figure across the street. The man 
came into the cone of light cast by a 
street lamp, and Harry threw his 
cigarette away and started after him. 

It was tire character from the men's 
room, the one whom he had thrown 
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a) HHHE common belief that 
V pipe smoking is better for 

ft the health than cigarettes is 
I just a pipe-dream. Oxford 
t: University students havedis- 
r | covered that the smoke from 
A the average -strength pipe 
tobacco contains up to three 
times as much poisonous 
nicotine as cigarette smoke. 
No cigarette smoker, more- 
over, is likely to absorb nico- 
tine in harmful quantities. 



head-over-hcels. In the absence of 
Monaghan, Harry thought he might 
use some empty minutes for personal 
investigation. He went swiftly, run- 
ning down the street after the younj; 

The young man increased his speed, 
He cut around a corner, running hard. 
Harry made the turn successfully, but 
with a considerable loss of distance. 
He cursed softly. The side street led 
toward a park-like plaza into which 
his quarry plunged. 

Harry went after him. lost him in 
some shrubbery, and came to a halt 
searching for any sounds that might 
betray the other's presence. Circling 
the bushes, he caught a flurry o£ 
movement to his right, and then the 
sudden cough of a heavy revolver. 

He came upon the young man lying 
sprawled, slack and unmoving. It did 
not take a detective's special talent 
to determine that he was dead, but 
it did call for an agent of the law to 
find and stop his killer. Gun in 
hand, Harry moved quickly through 
the low-hanging shrubs. Out on the 



cement path, he advanced more 
slowly, seeking sound to guide him. 
There was nothing. 

Then he felt the back-stiffening 
pressure just above his kidneys as a 
gun dug into his back. 

"Drop the weapon!" Softly came the 
voice, taut with indecision. A shade 
of resistance, Harry knew, and the 
gun there behind him would blast 

He dropped his own revolver and 
held his arms outstretched. 

Standing that way, in the narrow 
path facing the entrance, he wes 
directly in line with the headlights 
of the car which came racing down 
the street. The man behind him 
grunted in satisfaction at the sight 
of the limousine. 

Above the whine of the car's brak- 
ing stop, voices reached out from its 
darkened interior, the 1 words incom- 
prehensible but commanding. The 
gunman made Harry get the body 
from the park and stuff it in the rear' 
trunk of the car. Then they both 
got in the back seat. 

Up forward, beyond the glass parti- 
tion, the dark and sinister silhouette 
of the driver was of similar cut to 
the man with the gun, who sat now 
in the bucket seat facing Harry and 
the other passengers. 

"Well." Harry said, looking at the 
occupant of the seat heside him, "it's 
a small world after all." 

Haila Garson said nothing. 

She still' wore the silly little hat 
and a fur garment that looked sus- 
piciously like mink. The hat was just 
the slightest bit awry. Her blue eyes 

"Is Ted—?" She looked helplessly 
back over her shoulder in the direc- 
tion of the car trunk. 

"Dead, my deaT," said the fourth 
occupant of the car. 

He was a small but solid creature, 
and from the way he sat crowded 
next to Haila, Harry guessed he had 



a gun in the pocket of the leather 
jacket which he wore. 

As they purred along the quiet 
streets there was light enough for 
Harry to see the man's face, the dark 
beady eyes, the thin patch of white- 
ness on his upper lip, where a mous- 
tache had once reposed. In Harry's 
pocket still rested the pictures of 
the general, and this disguise did not 
survive close scrutiny. 

Relaxing on the cushions Harry 
.said, "How are things, General?" He 
grinned. "This is a break— saves me 
the trouble of looking for you. Do 
you want the whole routine: In the 
name of the law, etc.?' In short, 
you're under arrest and can consider 
yourself my prisoner." 

VasilesoV laughed. "Your humor 

"It helps." To the girl Harry added, 
"You have the damnedest playmates, 
baby," and closed his eyes. 

He had no clear idea of what there 
was for him to do, now that he had 
caught up with the general. That 
worthy promised to be a problem, 
present circumstances what they 
were. The girl confused things ad- 

Tha/she was part of this niHhfs 
pattern of violence there was no 
doubt. If, as her reaction indicated, 
she had been in some shade of affilia- 
tion with the corpse from the park, 
that meant she was as much of a cap- 
tive as himself. 

He said, "Did you have to clout 
me so hard, back there at the air- 
port? I thought I was doing you a 
favor, you know, pulling you out 
from under that plane. Were these 
the boys who were trying to make 
mince meat of you?" 

Haila Garson looked from the little 
man to Harry. "I'm sorry about 
that," she said softly. "But I was 
informed you were coming down here 
to arrest the general. I couldn't 
afford to have the New York police 



gumming things up. I had to get you 
out of the way, to get him first." 

"So you were looking for our pal 
too," Harry sighed. "Too bad we 
couldn't have worked together on 
this, baby. We might have been all 
finished now, enjoying ourselves 
somewhere else." 

The general chuckled from the 
depths of his jacket collar. "The 
young lady has been schooled quite 
badly. She is much too new at 
our little games of intrigue." 

"Take note, Haila. Learn some- 
thing every day." He asked, "What 
now, General? Do we have to drive 
this fast?" 

"They have a plane waiting," said 
Haila. 

"The one that tried to stop you at 
the airport?" 

"Probably. They intend to get him 
out of the country as fast as possiblu, 
before we can question him further." 

"Popular fellow, arent' you, Gen- 
eral? We have some questions to 
ask you. too. About running down 
a New York cop." He snapped his 
fingers, startling the fellow on the 
bucket seat. "I'll toss you to see who 
keeps the general, Haila." Harry 
reached for his change pocket. 

"Don't!" snapped Vasilesov. 

The girl shook her head in armoy- 

"Okay, okay," Harry said. "But 
you State Department people stand in 
danger of becoming dull. Or am I 
wrong about the tag? Army Intelli- 
gence? Or Civilian Intelligence 
Agency? No matter- — you fumbled 
the ball for sure." 

The general nodded. "We knew 
all about Miss Garson's plans. Though 
we missed her at the airport, sne 
and her companion made the mistake 
uf trying to surprise me at my hotel." 

"Wasn't there another one?" 

Haila nodded. "He'd gone to check 
another tip we had. Ted— Ted and I 
wer e alone, outside the hotel, when 
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these three came out. They spotted 
me. Ted ran, trying to get help—" 

Harry nodded. "Looking for a cop, 
I suppose, after it was too late." He 
did not have to pretend anger; his 
own capture could be traced to the 
girl. It was his firm, conviction, and 
the Department's as well, that all 
these undercover, cloak and dagger 
babies would be better off if they'd 
learn a little co-operation with the 
boys in blue, instead of trying to 
work all by themselves. 

The car was moving swiftly into 
the more deserted areas on the out- 
skirts of the city now. 

The general might have been read, 
ing Harry's mind. "Just a bit more, 
my brash friend, then your worries 
will be over." 

Haila's face was white with terror, 
and Harry tried his best to will her 
all the courage that he could. 

They were moving much more 
slowly on this side road and the 
ride was far less comfortable. Bounc- 
ing on the seat, Harry heard the 
whine of tyres racing too quickly for 
good traction; the car was digging 
into the road made treacherous by 
recent rain. When the machine set- 
tled, sliding into position across the 
road, the general cursed at the 
driver to b e careful. 

Vasilesov barked further orders. 
The fellow up front got out of the 
driver's compartment with the speed 
of an energetic orang-outang, lifting 
the forward seat. Harry heard the 
clanking of tyre chains. 

Vasilesov said, "Never mind," 
opening the door on his side and 
motioning Harry and the girl to fol- 
low. "We can all walk to the plane 
from here." 

They were going that far, then. 
Harry had a vision of a plane, wing- 
ing the general away, with Harry 
Nailer and Haila Garson as well as 
the dead man's body going along as 
excess baggage, to he dumped some- 



where, beyond the coast probably. 
Neat and final — 

"After you," he said to Haila, 
watching the driver who was still 
playing with the car chains in the 
muck beyond the car door. Harry 
reached for the door handle on his 
side, very carefully, his eyes locked 
on the gunman who faced him. 

It was in that half moment of sus- 
pended action, as the gunman fol- 
lowed, that Harry made his break. 
He dived for the ear chains that lay 
there in the mud, slamming the 
front door on the kneeling driver's 

Harry came erect with the chains 
gripped firmly, swinging them wit!i 
wild abandon in the direction of the 
big guy with the gun. Glass shat- 
tered as the chains crashed against 
man and car window; the shot, ring- 
ing almost in accompaniment, fanned 
the air over Harry's shoulder as the 
chains bit into the other's upper 

The words of pain were lost in the 
ensuing screams that broke the night. 
The tyre chains, swung by Harry in 
a vicious arc, whistled again, dan- 
gerous as a sword, cutting deeply 
into the big man. The driver, still 
seeking to rise, was hammered ne.-rt. 

Then Harry was rushing around the 
back of the car, calling to Haila, 
telling her to get down and out of 
the way, Vasilesov was crouched 
against the car door, tugging at his 
jacket pocket. 

Haila's scream cut off as Harry 
swung the chains another time. 

He dropped the chains and caught 
Haila before she lost her legs. 

Holding her mat way, the soft 
smell of her hair against his face, 
he heard the other cars arriving, 
growling up around them. He had 
a sudden hunch that it would be 
Monaghan seeking tliem, trailing the 
nighfs action from its source. 
He remembered etiquette enough 
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to shake hands with the little bull- 
dog-looking man who was Monaghan. 
"There's a plane and a pilot s™"*' 
where up ahead," Harry said. They 

^ou'take it easy," Monaghan told 
him. "We'll get it from here on m. 

Harry didn't argue. Vasilesov was 
his boy, and that character was in 

' C So he stayed there with Haila who 
leaned against the police car ana 
Shook her blonde head from s«le to 
side. Monaghan and some of ms 
men guns in hand, were >nm»ii8 
out. 'They walked slowly . . . steadily 
, , . relentlessly. 

Harry watched them go. Well, 
that's about it. Sorry I cmfldnt *> 
you off faster, but I d.dn't know 
what I was going to do until it 
happened. . . , 

"To you it's just part of the niglvc s 

W "Hoods are hoods, no matter where 
you run into them." Harry told her. 
"Tlicv get behind a gun and try -o 

.SK ■«» «* si Z 

do is take the guns away and slap 
them down to *=• »» »» c ™ 
Vasilesov Wiled a •» M baw •* 



Urn ~e "» » »» ™* " ^ 

%t™™° h Bu.«h.c.». r «a 

the general lor farther questioning, 
"didn't get him- This will prob.bl, 
he my tat and last assignment. 

••No work for a girl anyway-dan- 
gerous. But U it «1H 
S» belle,, whatever w. swe. out 

io "rain "on folk, to think more 
highly of us." . 

There was a sadden burst of noise 
of, to the distane.; shots - 
intermingled. "Some more John M 
to enter on the docket. Harry 
i°i„«d the g«P of fright whreh 
had escaped her. 

••This looks like a good enough time 
a. TO" "= sold- "To Art «*»• 
yOuS'tbink more highly of us oop^ 

When he took her in his arms, s 

didn't argue . . 
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CYPRUS: 

In this issue. Cavalcade presents a 
new writer, Henry C ax ton, whose 
pen-name disguises a man of many 
parts. Caxton has spent consiiki obk 
lime in Cyprus and liis account of the 
the 

"Hot. 



EASTERN SPIDER - WOMAN: 

Europe had that example of all 
women spies, Mata Hari . . . but the 
East produced another who was at 
least Mata Hari's equal in ingenuity. 
She was the brutal . . . and yet 
seductive . . . Manehu Princess, Radi- 
a background ant Jade. Walker Mulheiioii gives the 
whole bizarre story in "The Deadly 
Charm of Radiant Jade" (Page 81. 



THE GAME'S CEOOK: 

Wii ether it's boxing, racing, foot- 
hall or what-have-you, every so often 
the fans begin to yelp: "The game's 
crook." But none of them can ever 
have had more ample excuse than 
the attempt made in the United States 
to rig the World's Baseball Series. 
Frank Browne, in his article, "Sport- 
ing History's Greatest Fix" (Page 161, 
gives the low-down on the whole 
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anks of the English 
has a juster claim 
Ir. Charles Waterton, 
ain, British Guiana 
s west In his story 
rack Pearson has 
of the more fantas- 
its . . . and, believe 
really occurred. Mr. 
man lilte that ... it 
itury's disadv;mlaL;u:= 
may not look upon 



TELEPATHY: 

Is there any truth in telepathy? Is 
it merely the CuDning trickery of 
adroit stage performers ... or does 
it depend on an extrii sense of wMilh 
men and women are ho .Hi nning to 
investigate. Read Julius Sanford's 
article, "Are You a Human Radio?" 
(Page 20); it may help you decide. 
At the very least it provides some 
fantastic ease histories which are 
difficult to explain away either as 
coincidence or even as fantasy. San- 
ford has gone to considerable research 
in compile this article and is sure of 
his facts. 

STOCKADE OF SIN: 

In "Wild Women's Stockade" 
iPage 601 , Jack Heming has un- 
earthed an ahnost unknown episode 
at Anglo-American history which 
lends a titillating sidc-liidit to the 
War for Independence. The episode 
of the Wild Women of the Meadows 
i.-; revealing in more senses than One. 




